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PREFACE. 

" '  White  Wings,'  a  tender  message  bear 

To  hearts  borne  down  with  sin  ; 
In  tones  of  love,  breathe  out  their  words, 

That  doubting  souls  shall  win. 
Till  sheaves  for  everlasting  life, 

Shall  at  the  Master's  feet 
Lie  ;  a  memorial  of  our  love  ; 

For  Him  with  praise  we  greet." 

The  Authoks. 


Laura  Newell. 


"  WHITE  WINGS." 


T.  H.  Osborn. 
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1.  "  WhiteWings  "  of  Peace  to  bless  our  way,  And  cheer  us  as        we    roam  ; 

2.  As        an  -  gels   do  His  bid  -  ding  there,  There  ilow'rs  e-ter  -nal  bloom; 

3.  He      gives  His  an  -  gels  charge  o'er  all    Who  His  command  o     -   bey  ; 

4.  "  WhiteWings,"  a  tender  mes-sage  bear   To  hearts  borne  down  with  sin  ; 


Up    -    on        a     mis  -  sion  hast  -  en  forth,    To    woo    the    wand'rer  home. 
E'en     now  some  drooping   soul       "m-spire  And    van  -  ish    sor-row's  gloom. 
"  White  Wings  "  shall  hov-er  o'er     our  path,  To  keep     us        in      the    way — 
In        tones    of     love,  breathe  out  their  words  That  doubting  souls  shall  win. 
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Sweet  home   be-yondthe    sea 
WhiteWings,"  with  mel-o  -  dy 
That  leads    to      life,     as  -  sur  - 
Till  sheaves  for    ev    -  er  -  last 
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of  time,  Where  life's  fair  riv  -  er    flows  ; 

enthuse,  Tho'  faint-ing  by  the  way, 
ance  sweet,  His  care  pro- tects  His  own; 
-  ing   life  Shall    at    the  Mas  -  ter's    feet 
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Our  wait-  ing  hearts  shall  hail  the 
Till  borne  up-  on      the  wings  of 
And  all     the     way    the    Fa-ther 
Lie,     a      me  -  mo  -  rial     of     our 
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day    That  ush-ers  heaven's  repose. 

song,  They  near  the  gates  of  day. 

leads,  Who  rules  up -on    the  throne, 

love;    For  Him  with  praise  we  greet 
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4  THE  VALLEY  OF  PEACE. 

A.  B.  Kendall.  C.  V.  Strickland. 


it '  "I —   — ^      — 


1.  There's  a  beau-ti-ful   val-ley  of   peace,     Be  -  yond  the  dark  mountains  of  time  ; 

2.  Oh  !  there's  joy  in  this  val-ley  of   peace,  There  are  pleasures  and  glories  untold ; 

3.  Oh!   I    long  for  this  val-ley  of   peace;     I       long  for  its  joy  and  its    rest; 
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Where  bright  angels  sing,  Of  Jesus  our  King,  And  the  bells  of  e-  ter-ni-ty  chime. 

There  we  catch  the  bright  gleam  Of  life's  silv'ry  stream,   As  it  flows  by  the  streets  of  pure  gold. 

For  sor-row  and  tears,  And  sad  lonely  years,  Never  enter  this  home  of  the  blest. 
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Oh  !  won-der-f  ul    val-  ley    of     peace  !  Oh  !  won-der-f  ul  val  -  ley    of       rest ! 
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Where  sorrow  and  pain  Never  trouble  again,  Sweet  home  of  the  pure  and  the  blest 
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JESUS,  THE  ARK  OF  SAFETY. 


Eev.  J.  P.  Daugherty 


Hanna. 


Flee  to  the  ark,  in     Je  -  sus  find     The   on  -  ly     ref-uge      for   mankind  ; 

Flee  to  the  ark,    O    sin  -  ner  haste,  The  clouds  are  gath'ring  o'er  the  waste  ; 

Flee  to  the  ark,    O   quick-ly    fly,     The  floods  of  death  are  draw-ing  nigh  ; 

Flee  to  the  ark,  why  will  ye    die?   See   the   dark  wa-ters    roll-ing  high; 


Flee  for  your  life,  to 
Flee  for  your  life,  to 
Flee  for  your  life,  to 
Flee  for  vour  life,  to 
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Je 
Je 
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sus  bow, 

sus  bow, 

sus  bow, 

sus  bow, 


Flee  to  the  ark   of 

Flee  to  the  ark   of 

Flee  to  the  ark    of 

Flee  to  the  ark    of 


safe  -  ty 
safe  -  ty 
safe  -  ty 
safe  -  ty 
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OVER  THE  TIDE. 

J*. 


J.  H.  Ai/leman. 
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My    boatman  will  car  -  ry    me      o  -  ver 

2.  Thro'  tri  -  als,  temp-ta-  tion  and    sor-rows, 

3.  With  Je  -  sus,  my    Pi  -  lot    and  Cap-tain, 

4.  Here  -  af  -  ter    I'll  meet  Him  in     glo-  ry, 
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The    roll  -  ing,  purl-  ing  tide, 

If      we      in    Him    a  -  bide, 

My   boat  will  safe  -  ly  glide 

Safe     on     the   oth  -  er  side ; 
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At  the  even-ing  of 
He  has  promised  to 
O'er  the  riv  -  er      of 


life    I'll  drop  anchor, 
car  -  ry     us   safe-  ly 
death's   dark  wa-ters, 


There  I'll  chant  Him  the  wonderful  sto-  ry, 
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Safe  on  the 
Be  - yond  the 
Safe  to  the 
He  carried  me 


oth  -  er 
drift-ing 
oth  -  er 
o'er  the 


side, 
tide, 
side, 
tide. 


O        -          -        ver    the      tide,     .     .     .         The     roll         ...     ing 
O  -ver  the  tide,  o  -  ver  the  tide,  O-  ver,  ves,  o  -  ver     the 
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tide,     ....  1,2.3  v.  "W  alk  -  ing     close      at       His     side,       Trust -ing 
tide,     .     .     .     .     4th  v.  Hav  -  iug  walked    at       His     side,  He      did 

roll    -    ing      tide, 


^4 


£=f£ 


S=* 


»5 — »s: 


g 


■r^ — • — 


Up 


mm^ 


ISk 


m 


Him    to     pro -vide,     At      last      He    will    car-  ry      me     o'er     the    tide. 
al  -   ways  pro -vide,     He     car  -  ricd    me     lov  -  ing  •  lv      o'er     the    tide. 
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World-Wide  Mission. 
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SOME  DAY. 


Fred.  Coblentz. 
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1.  Some  day  my  earthly  house  will  fall,    1     can-not  tell  how  soon  'twill  be; 

2.  Someday  the  sil  -  ver  cord  will  break,   And  1     no  more  as  now  shall  sing; 

3.  Some  day  when  fades  the  golden  sun,  Be-ne^ith  the  ha  -  zy  -  tint  -  ed  west, 

4.  Some  day  :  till  then  I'll  watch  and  wait,  My  lamp  all  trimmed  and  burning  bright, 
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But  this     I  know,  my  All    in     All     Has  now    in  heav'n  a  place  for    me. 
But,  oh,  the  joy  when  I  shall  wake    With-in    the   pal- ace  of    the  King! 
My  bless-ed  Lord  shall  say  "  well  done,"  And  I    shall  en  -  ter   in  -  to     rest. 
That  when  the  Saviour  ope's  the  gate,  My  soul    to  Him  may  wing  its  flight. 
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I  &  2.  And    I     shall  see  Him  face  to    face,  And  tell  the   sto-  ry  saved  by  grace 

3.  And     I     shall  en  -  ter  in  -  to    rest, 

4.  Then  I     shall  en  -  ter  in  -  to    rest, 
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1  &  2.  And    I     shall  see  Him  face  to   face,  And  tell  the  sto  -  ry  saved  by  grace. 

3.  And    I     shall  en  -ter  in  -    to    rest, 

4.  Then  I     shall  en  -  ter  in  -  to    rest, 
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THE  SONG  OF  JUBILEE. 


Or  Air— Marching  through  Georgia. 
Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Sing  the  Christian's  marching  song,  and  sing  it  with    a     will,     Let    the  mu- sic 

2.  How  the  sol-diers  shouted  when  they  heard  the  dear  old  song !  How  their  fa- ces 

3.  Yes,  and  there  were  loy-al  men,  whose  hearts  with  joy  did  swell,   As  they  bore  the 

4.  Let    us  sing  the  dear  old  song,  and  sing  it   o'er  and  o'er,     Sing   it  with  the 
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float    a- long  o'er  val- ley,  plain  and  hill ;  Sing    as  did  the  saints  of   old — in 

brightened  as  the  mu- sic  rolled  a  -  long!  How  that  song  of    Je  -  sus  helped  to 

flag      a- long  of  Him  they  loved  so   well;  Blood-stained  flag  of  One  who  died  that 

spir  -  it     of     the  dear  saints  gone  be- fore;  Sing    it  thro' our  marching  here,  then 


heav-en  singing  still,  "While  they  were  marching  to  glo  -  ry. 

make  the  feeble  strong,  While  they  were  marching  to  glo  -  ry. 

they  with  Him  might  dwell,  While  they  were  marching  to  glo  -  ry. 

sing    it   ev  -  er-more,  While  we  are  marching  to  glo  -  ry. 


O  sing,  O  sing  the 
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song  of    ju 


bi-  lee,  O  sing,  O  sing  of  Him  who  set  you  free,      Sing  of  Him  each 
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step  you  take  while  marching  to    the  sea,   While  you  are  marching  to    glo  -  ry. 


Copyright,  1893.  by  H.  H.  Hadley.    Used  by  per. 
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WHITE  AS  THE  SNOW. 


K.  H.  McDaniel. 
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1.  There's  a  fount-ain    for   sin    and  uncleanness,  Which  in    Zi  -  on    so     free- 

2.  The         blest   in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion  is     giv  -  en,    Un  -  to     ev  -  er  -  y      sin- 

3.  Oh,  per  -  ish-  ing  sin  -  ner,  come  hith-er,    It     will  save  you  from  sin 

4.  Tongue   nev  -  er    can  tell  the  sweet  comfort,  Which  the  soul  shall  for    ev- 
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And         all  who  will  bathe  in  that  soul-cleans-ing  tide, 
To  come  to    this  fountain  and  bathe  in    its     tide, 

To  come  to    this  fountain  and  bathe  in    its     tide, 


ly    doth    flow  ; 

ner   be  -  low, 

and  from  woe, 

er  -  more  know,    That  will  come  to    this  fountain  and  bathe  in    its     tide, 
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Fine.      REFRAIN. 
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Shall  be  cleansed  and  made  white  as  the  snow. 

And   be  cleansed  and  made  white  as  the  snow. 

And   be  cleansed  and  made  white  as  the  snow. 

And    be  cleansed  and  made  white  as  the  snow. 


White 


White  as      the    snow, 
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the  snow,     ....      White     ...        as 
white  as  the  snow,     White  as  the  snow, 
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white  as  the  snow. 
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FOUNT  OF  REDEMPTION. 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  The  heart    of  God      a-bound  -  ed    "With  love   for  great  and    small ; 

2.  Up  -  on        a  cross-crowned  mountain,  The  mount  of     Cal  -  va  -  ry, 

3.  The  Lord    of  love      is  show  -  ing    His    mer  -  cy    day     by      day, 
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When  he       the    fount  pro-vid   -   ed,  To  cleanse  and  save  us  all. 

Christ's  blood  hath  filled  the  fount-  ain,  That  flows    for  you  and  me. 

For  still      the    fount  is    flow  -  ing,  That  wash  -  es  guilt  a  -  way. 
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Oh,  glo  -  ri-ous  fount  of  re-demption,  Where  sinners  are  en  -  ter-ing     in  ! 
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Oh,  wonderful  fount  of  re-demption,  Of    heal-ing  and  cleans-ing  from  sin. 
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THE  DAWNING  DAY. 
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Ione  G.  Daniels. 


T.  H.  Osborn. 


1.  The  Light  of  Truth    is   breaking,    There  dawns  a   flood      of       light — 

2.  Waft,  winds  of  Heav -en,    the  story,  Which  sing-ing  waves    re-   peat, 

3.  From  Truth's  e-ter  -  nal  moun-tains,  From  Love's  ce  -  les  -  tial      plains— 
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Gird    on      the    ra  -  diant  ar  -  mor, 
How    Je   -  sus  paved  with  glo  -  ry 
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Be    read  -  y      for      the     fight, 
A    path    for     hu  -  man  feet; 
Where  life's   im-mor  -  tal  fount-ains,     Per  -  pet  -  ual  youth   main-tains — 
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See  er  -  ror's  myr  -  iad  le-gions  Like  shad  -  ows  flee  a  -  way, 
Not  with  the  sword  or  can-non,  Hath  He  pre-pared  the  way, 
From  Thougth's  ce  -  les  -   tial   bowers  To  Beau  -  tv's  ver  -  dant      vales. 


Be  -  fore     the  Her  -   aid    An  -gel  Of  Truth's  au  -  spi  -  c 

But  tongue,  and  pen,    and  heart-throb     All  speed  the  com    - 
God's  pres- ence  fills    the      hours,         His  sun  -  light  nev   - 


ions  day. 
ing  day. 
er      fails 
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THE  GOLDEN  GATE. 


W.  H.  Wonder. 


E.  L.  Mays. 
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1.  I    need  Thee,  oh,  my    Saviour  dear,     I  would    no  long  -  er  wait, 

2.  Then    o  -  pen,  Lord,  the  Gold  -en  Gate,  In  -  to    that   cit  -  y  fair, 

3.  I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  there  is      a  land,  Where  tears  of  sor-row  cease; 

4.  With  Thee,  yes,  Lord,with  Thee  to  be  ;  Oh,  what    a    glorions  state  ! 
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For  Thou    a  -  lone    my  soul     can  cheer,  And  save  ere     'tis    too     late. 
Where  loved  ones  round  Thy  throne  now  wait,    To    wel-come    me   o'er  there. 
Redeemed    by  Thee  from  sin,      to    6tand  For  -  ev  -  er      in     Thy  peace. 
It  brings  me  where    my  eyes   can    see    The  beauteous   Golden  Gate. 
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I'll      come,  .  .     I'll     come,  .  .     In  -  to        the      cit    -    y        fair: 
I'll  come,  I'll  come. 


Where  loved  .  .     ones     wait .  .         To  wel  •  come    me      o'er     there. 
Where  loved      ones  wait 
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"AND  YET  YOU'RE  SINNING  STILL." 


1.  "When  Mo  -  ses     led    his     peo  -  pie    From    E-gypt's  sun  -  ay  plain.  From  bond-age 
'_'.  When   Mo  -  ses     on    the  mount -ain    Had  talked  with  God     a  -  lone,    Re  -  ceiv-  ing 

3.  How     oft  -  en    when  thy    dear  ones  Were     ly  -  ing    near    to  death,  You  ear-uest- 

4.  When  siek-ness     o  -  ver  -  took  you,  When  sore  -  ly    rack'd  with  pain,  You  said,  if 

5.  How     gra-cious-ly     the    Sav-iour    Has  lengthened  out    thy  days,   His    mer-cy, 
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sore   and  grievous.    From  hard- ship,  toil    and  pain:  They  soon     be  -   gan      to 

His  com-mand-meuts,  On       ta  -  bles  made    of  stone,    The    peo  -  pie  brought  their 
ly       en- treat -ed       With    ev  -  'ry    pass  -ing  breath,  "Oh,    Fa  -  ther.  spare    my 

God  would  spare  you,  "  I'll   bear   the  cross     a-  gain."   He     gave  you  strength  of 

nev  -  er     end  -  ing,      Is     guid- ing     all      thy  ways:    Oh,    broth  -  er,    heed    the 


mur-mur  A  -  gainst  the  Sovereign  will,  For  -  get  -  ting  God's  de  -  liv-'ranee  : 
jew    els.      The     sac    -    ri  -    rice     did      kill.    The    gold  -  en     calf  they  wor-shiped, 

dar- ling!"  "And  I  will  do  Thy  will ;  "Your  pray'r  was  heard  and  an-swered, 
bod  -  y,        He     gave    you  strength  of    will.     But    you    for  -  got   your  prom-ise, 

warn- ing,     Thy    bro  -  ken    vows    ful  -    fill,    Lest  death  should  o  -  ver  -  take  you, 


We  find    them    sin  -  ning   still. 

And  kept     on       sin  -  ning   still. 

'And  yet  you're  sin  -  ning   still." 

•And  yet  you're  sin  -  ning   still.' 

And  find     you     sin  -  ning   still. 


O      flee  the  wrath  im-pend-ing,  And  learn  His 


0 — r* 0-*—0 ^—^—0-!-Tr-0—r0— 
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ra-  cious  will,  Lest    Je  -  sus,    com-  ing  quick-  ly,  Should  find  you  sin-ning  still. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  J.  G.  Dailey.    By  per. 
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WAITING. 


J.  N.  GORTNER. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  I       am 

2.  All    my 

3.  Soon  the 
•i.  On  -  ly 

9 
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wait    -    ing  'mid  the  shad-ows      Of    this    dark      and    dis-mal 
earth    -    ly  tasks  are  fin-ished,     I'm  just     wait   -    ing    for    my 
sun    -    light  of     the  heav  -en,     '1  hat  is       built       for   man  on 
wait  -    ing     for  the  morn-ing,  Wait-ing     by           the  cur -rent 

0T0     m     s     0     a  .           0     -     -T-     a    -*"    0 
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shore,  I      am 

Lord  ;  Soon  my 

high,  Will    in 

dark ;  Wait-ing 

0^-0^0 
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wait    -  ing    for  the  cur  -  rent,  For  the 

jour    -  ney  will    be  end  -  ed,  And  I'll 

beams       of  bright-est  glo    -  ry,  Fall  in 

for         the  com  -  ing  sig    -  nal,  For    my 

CZ.9. 0 0.- 
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Lord 

go 
tri- 
man- 
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bear  me  o'er, 

my     re    -  ward, 

from  the  sky. 

to      em    -  bark. 

9-rf^ 
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For 

Soon 

While 

And 


the 
I 
I 


cen  -  tury  I  have  wan-dered, 
boat  -  man  o'er  the  cur  -  rent, 
mount  from  death  and  dark  -ness, 
know       the  boat  -  man's  near     me, 


V ! 
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'Mid  the  mur 
Will  come  glid 
To  be  -  hold 
For       it        seems 


W: 


key  shades    of  earth,  Now       I  long 

ing     with     his  bark,  And  he'll  bear 

the     glow  -  ing  face  Of  the  Christ 

I        hear     the  oar  Of  the  boat 


for 
me 
I 

that 
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heaven's  glo  -  ry,  World  of  hap     - 

o'er  the  bil-lows  That  are  roll    - 

love  so     dear-lv,  And    to  rest 

soon  will  bear  me    To     the  bright 


pi  -  ness  and   mirth, 
ing  deep  and    dark, 
in    His  em  -brace, 
ec  -  stat-  ic     shore. 
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wait      -     -     -      ing,  on  -  ly     wait     -     -     ing,       On  -  ly      wait     -     - 
On  -  ly  waiting,  On  -  ly  waiting,  On-lv 
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-     ing 
waiting 
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for      the 
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dawn,     .     .     .      Wait-ing       to 
for  the  dawn.  Wait-ing       to 
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be  with  the     dear 
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who    have     o'er 


the      cur  -  rent      gone. 


5  Farewell  earth,  with  all  thy  shadows, 
Farewell  darkness,  death  and  pain, 
I  am  going  home  to  glory, 
With  the  saints  on  high  to  reign ; 


There  these  eyes  shall  see  the  splendors 
Of  the  city  built  on  high, 
There  these  feet  shall  tread  the  pavements 
Where  none  ever  droop  or  die. 
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SOWING  THE  TARES. 


Dedicated  to  "Brother  Will,"  M.     Cell  1069. 
Words  by  a  Convict.  M.  A.  Lee. 

Slow.    To  be  sung  as  a  Solo.     '     ' 
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1.  Sow  -  ing  the  tares,  when  it  might  have  been  wheat,  Sow-ing    of     mal-iee, 

2.  Sow  -  ing  the  tares,  how       dark  the  black  sin,       Mingling  a   curse  with 

3.  Sow-ing  the  tares     that     bring  sor -row  down,      Robs  of    its    jew -els 

4.  Sow-ing  the  tares  un  -  der  cov  -  er     of  night,  Which  inieht  have  been  wheat, 
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_l ^ 0. 
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spite,  and  de  -  ceit,   We  might  have  sown  ros  -  es      a  -  mid  life's  sad  cares,  While 

life's  sweetest  hymn,  And  heed-ing  no  an-guish,    no     pit  -  e  -  ous  pray'rs,  While 

life's  fair-est  crown  ;  And  turn-ing  to     sil  -  ver  the  once  gold-en  hairs,  Grown 

all  golden  and  bright ;  Oh,  heart,  turn  to  God  with  re-pent-ance  and  pray'rs,  And 
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REFRAIN. 


we     were    so     cru  -  el 
we     were    so     cru  -  el 

whit  -  er  and  whit  -er     as 
plead  for   for-give-ness  for 


ztzizzMzrzKziz^zz^zz 
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sow-  ing  the  tares 
sow  -  ing  the  tares, 
we  sowed  the  tares, 
sow  -  ins    the  tares. 


Sow  -  ing  the  tares, 
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Sow  -  ing  the  tares,    We  plead  for   for  -  give-ness  for  sow  -  ing  the  tares. 
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H.  H.  Hadley,  Pub.  Rescue  Songs,  by  per. 


ALL  TAKEN  AWAY. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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0 0—0 0- 
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1.  Did  you  hear  what  Je-sus  said    to  me?  They  re  all  tak- en  a  -  way,  a-way; 

2.  Oh,  this  wondrous  grace  so  free  and  full ;  They're  all  tak-  en  a  -  way,  a-way ; 

3.  Now  the  cleansing  streams  of  mer  -  cy  flow  ;  They're  all  tak-  en  a  -  way,  a-way  ; 

4.  So      I  praise  the  Lord  for  sins  forgiv'n,  Theyr'e  all  tak- en  a-way,  a-way; 

5.  And  when  in  glo  -  ry    we  meet    a-bove ;  They're  all  tak-  en  a  -  way,  a-way  ; 

h 
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Your  sins  are  pardoned  and  you  are  free.  They  re  all 
Tho'  red  like  crimson  they're  now  as  wool ;  They're  all 
My  sins  like  scar- let  are  white  as  snow  ;  They're  all 
While  on-ward  pressing  my  way  to  heav'n  ;  They're  all 
We'll  sing  the  song  of     Re-deem-  ing  Love ;  They're  all 
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tak- en  a  - 

tak- en  a  - 

tak- en  a  - 

tak- en  a  - 

tak- en  a  - 


way. 
way. 
way. 
way. 
way. 
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They're  all     tak-en     a  -  way,     a-way,  They're  all  tak-en    a  -  way,     a  -  way, 
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They're  all     tak-en    a  -  way,     a-way,    My  sins  are  all  tak-en     a  -  way. 
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Copyright,  1891,  by  R.  Kelso  Carter.    Used  by  permission. 
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SAILOR  ON  THE  OCEAN. 


\V.  A.  O 


AV.  A.  Ogde 


-Ar-b-m 

1.  Sail- or    on  the    o-cean  sail-ing,  sail-ing,  See  the  bea-con  light  a  - 

2.  Pilgrim  oil  the  highway   go-ing,  go  -  ing   On  thy  journey  here  be  - 

3.  Shepherd  who  thy  flock  art  guiding,  guiding,  Lead  them  in-to  pastures 
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far, 
low, 
fair ; 
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Bless-ed  ones,  thy  craft  are  hail-ing,  hail-ing,  Yon-der  from  the  har-bor  bar. 
There's  a  perfect  "Guide"  e'er  showing,  showing  Thee  the  "way  of  life"  to    know. 
By     the  blessed  "Bock"  be  hid-ing,  hid- ing  Where  the  cooling  wa-tera  are. 
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Sail-or,  sail-or  on  life's  o-cean,  Look  to  the  "Light"  that's  shining  clear, 
Pil-grim,  pil-grim  on  life's  journey,  Look  to  thy  "Guide,"  He's  ev  -  er  near, 
Shepherd,  shepherd  gen-  try  guid.-ing,  Look  to    the  "Rock,"  it    stand-eth  near, 
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In    the  way  of  beauty,  In    the  path  of  du-ty,   Go  thou  and  nev-er    fear. 
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By  per.  of  \Y.  A.  Ogdeu.  Toledo,  0. 


THE  LOVELY  WILL  OF  GOD. 
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Manie  Payne  Ferguson. 


Ellen  Black  Wheeler. 
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I         love  the  love  -  ly         will  of  God,  'Tis  joy     su-preine  to 

I         love    to     do     the       will  of  God,  'Tis  heav-en  here    be 

Oh!  pre-cious,  won-drous      will  of  God,  So  per -feet,   so     di 

N^.  |  i 


me; 

low, 
vine ; 
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My  pre-cious  por-tion 
And  all  with  -in  me 
The  sweet-est  thing  in 


cv  — .«— P*— «— I— « 
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here  on  earth,  And  in  e  -  ter  -  ni 
seems  to  spring  When  Je  -  sus  bids  me 
earth  or     heaven,  And  grace  has  made  it 


I 

ty. 

go. 

mine. 


Fear- less  in  this  sweet  will  I  rest,  For  wis-dom,  love  and  pow'r 
I  love  to  bear  the  will  of  God,  In  still-ness  or  in  pain, 
I'm     lost    in  thee,  sweet      will   of    God,  Love's  cap-tive  day      by       day ; 


Are      all  en-gaged  to     make  me  blest,  What    can     I      ask  for 

And  glad-ly  reck -on      all  things  well,  So  I     may  Je  -sus 

I         on  -  ly   want  to    know  thee  more,  And        as       I   know,  o 


more  ? 

gain. 

bey. 


Copyright,  18S7,  by  C.  E.  Rowley. 
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LORD,  I  BELIEVE. 


W.  A.  O. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  Unveiled  in    my  sins  at  the  cross  of  my  Lord,  I  stand  in  His  presence  con- 

2.  Un-worth  -  y  and  sin  -  ful,  a  worm  of  the  dust ;  No  strength  in  myself,  yet  in 

3.  My  sins   like  a  mountain  be-fore  me  a  -  rise,  But  Jesus,  who  left  His  bright 

•    *-k*- *-'£-*irJT y-fi-g-*-'-r»  ,#    0    0    j-r*-^ 
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demned  by  His  word  ;  But  Je  -  sus  has  promised  that    I    shall  re-ceive    A 
Je  -sus     I    trust;    For  lo !    He  has  promised  that    I    shall  re-ceive    A 
home  in     the  skies,    My  ran-som  has  paid,  and    I   now  may  re-ceive    A 
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CHORUS.   Spirited 
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par -don  thro' grace  if    in     Him     I      be-lieve. 

life  ev  -  er-last-ing     if         I     will    be-lieve. 

par -don    for     all,   if      in     Him     I      be-lieve. 


Lord,    I     be  -  lieve, 
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Lord,  I      be-lieve,      Let     me  thro' grace  Thy  full    par -don  re-ceive. 


-&- 


^LdozJEjdidJ 


:B 


p— v- 


£B 


*=t 


v— |g-- 


Copyrighted  by  W.  A.  Ogden,  in  1896.    Used  by  per. 


LORD,  I  BELIEVE. 


Concluded. 
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Lord,  I  be-lieve,  Lord,  I  be-lieve,  Let  me  thro'  grace  Thy  full  par-don  re-ceive. 
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SHEPHERD,  WITH  THY  TEND'REST  LOVE. 


Arr.  from  the  German.    W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  Shepherd,  with  Thy  tend'rest  love,  Guide  me   to       Thy    fold     a-bove; 

2.  Filled  by  Thee  my  cup  o'er-flows,    For  Thy  love       no     lim  -  it  knows ; 

3.  Je  -  sus,  with  Thy  presence  blest,  Death  is  life,      and     la  -  bor  rest ; 


(t-HS- 
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Let  me  hear  Thy  gen  -  tie  voice  :  More  and  more  in  Thee  re-  joice  ; 
Guardian  an-  gels  ev  -  er  nigh,  Lead  and  draw  my  soul  on  high; 
Guide  me  while  I     draw  my  breath,  Guard  me  thro'  the  gate    of  death  ; 
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From  Thy  ful  -  ness  grace  re-ceive,  Ev  -  er  in  Thy  spir-  it  live. 
Con-stantto  my  lat  -  est  end,  Thou  my  foot -steps  will  at  -  tend. 
And     at     last,    oh,    let     me  stand,  With  the  blest     at      Thy  right  hand. 
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OUR  HOMELAND. 


A.  B.  Kendall. 
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C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Just  be-yond  life's  purpling  twilight,   And  its  sun  -  set  gates  of     gold, 

2.  Just  be-yond  life's  moaning  surg-es,     And  its  bil  -  lows'  ceaseless  roll, 

3.  And  tho'  hid-  den  by    the  shad-ows,  Glorious  sunshine  sometimes  falls, 

4.  Just  be-yond  our  wea  -  ry  watch-ing,  Just  be-yond  our  doubts  and  fears, 

5.  Just  be-yond  the  cur -tain  lift  -  ing,    "We  shall  see  the  glittering  tow'rs 
A    A.  A.     m     j?L     A.  A,    A    ^.    ^. 
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Lies    a    land  of  wondrous  beau-ty, 
Hid-den  from  earth-dimmed  vis-  ion, 
Ra-diant  gleams  of  heaven's  splendor, 
Just   be-yond  our  hopes  and  long-ings, 
Of  that  distant  longed  for  ha  -  ven  , 
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Full    of    joy  and  peace  un  -  told. 
Lies  the  homeland  of    the   soul. 
From  its  jew-eled    jas  -  per  walls. 
Just  be  -  yond  our  pain   and  tears. 
In  God's  summerland     of    flow'rs. 
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Bless-ed  homeland,  heavenly  homeland,  Just  beyond  earth's  darkest  night, 
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Where  the  tree  of    life     is  bloom-ing,  And  the  skies    are     ev  -  er  bright. 


THE  GATES  OF  PARADISE. 
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£teo.  W.  Crofts. 
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A.  Beirly. 
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1.  How  oft      I    look  with  longing  eves,  To  realms  that  lie      a    -    far, 

2.  They  stand  a  -  jar    for    me,    I    know,  To  cheer  me  with    their    light, 

3.  And    as      I     thro'  these  por-tals  gaze,  I      see    my  friends  once  more, 

4.  With-in  those  gates  that  stand  a -jar,  No  tears  shall  dim    my      eyes, 
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And  see      the  walls  of    Par 

As  on-ward  thro'  this  world 
Who  walked  with  me  in  oth  - 
But   joy       e  -  ter-nal  dwell 
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With  all  their  gates    a 

A-  mid  the  shades  of 

Up  -  on  life's  rug  -  ged 

eth  there,    Oh,  gates  of  Par    -  a 
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Oh,  bless-ed  gates  !  Oh,  pearl- y    gates!  Be  -  yond  the  star-ry       skies! 
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With  joy  my   ran-somed  spir-it  waits     To     en  -  ter  Par  -  a    -    dise. 
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MERCY  IS  FREE. 


J.  T.  Reese. 


1.  "We're  sing-ing    a  grate- ful  song  of    joy,    Sing-ing    of    Je  -  sus'    love; 

2.  How  hap-py    are  they  that  join  in  praise,  Sing-ing    of     Je  -  sus'    love; 

3.  We'll  sing  of    the  Sav-iour  here    be -low,    Sing  of    His  wondrous  love; 
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How  hap  -  py  the  strains  our  tongues  em-ploy,  Sing-ing  of  Je-sus'  love. 
Then  loud-ly  ourvoic-es  we  will  raise,  Sing -ing  of  Je-sus'  love. 
And  when  we  are  called  from  earth    to     go,     Then  we  will  sing    a  -  bove. 
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Mer    -     -     -      cy    is      free,     .     .     .       Mer     -     -     -    cy    is      free ; 
Mer-cy  is  free,        yes,  mer-cy    is   free  ;  Mercy  is  free,       yes,  mercy  is  free  ; 
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Je  -  sus  my  Sav  -  iour  died    for  me,    Help  me    to    sing      of      Thee. 
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WHAT  I  HAVE  WRITTEN,  I  HAVE  WRITTEN.  25 


J.  G.  D. 


J.  G.  Dailey. 
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1.  Je-sus,    of     Naz  -  a  -  reth,  King  of  the  Jews,    But   to  re-ceive  Him  the 

2.  Je-sus,    of     Naz  -  a  -  reth  now  I      see,   Nailed  by  His  foes  to  the 

3.  Are  you  re  -  ject-  ing  this  cru  -  ci  -  fied  Lord  ?  A  re  you  de-spis  -  ing  His 

4.  Brother,  your  rec-ord  you're  writing  to-night,     Oil,  may  its  pa-  ges    be 
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peo-ple    re  -  fuse  ;      Pi  -  late  made  answer,    I      say     un  -  to       Thee  : 
shame  -  ful     tree  ;  "  Fa-ther,   for-give  them,  they  know  not  of      Thee  : 
ex  -  eel- lent  word?  This  shall  your  cry  in     e    -    ter  -  ni  -  ty       be: 
spot-less  and  white  ;  Pardoned  or     lost,  in     the  judg-ment  you'll  see, 


f— r 


£±=±==t 


*=* 


j=zt 


-©- 


CHORUS. 


I — €-r~- 


k  *   2    * 

What    I  have  writ-ten,  the  rec  -  ord  shall  be. 

What  they  have  writ-ten,  their  rec-ord  shall  be.      What  I  have  writ-ten 

What    I  have  writ- ten,  my  rec -ord  shall  be. 

What  yon  have  writ-ten,  your  rec-ord  shall  be. 
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have  writ-ten,     Thus  shall  my  rec-ord 
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J.  G.  D. 


THE  MISSING  LIGHT. 


J.  G.  Dailey. 


ray     in      the      gath    -    'ring     gloom; 
moved  all    her     doubts      and     fears ; 
dark  -  ness  and  gloom  of     the     night ; 


There  is  sor  -  row  and  sigh  -  ing 
While  the  fa  -  ther  en-deavored 
And  tho'  late     it  should  be,  thro' 


at  home 
his  child 
the  win   - 


to  -  night 
to     save, 
dow  paue 


For  there's  death  in  that  lit  -  tie 
And  her  moth  -  er  wept  bit  -  ter 
There  was  al  -  ways  that  gleam-ing 
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light 
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dark-ness    of 
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The  wife  of  my  bo  -  som 
Earn-est  -  ly  plead-ing  she 
Now,  lone-ly        I       sit       in 
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sought 
my     pris 


less  now ; 
to     save 
on  cell, 
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THE  MISSING  LIGHT.    Concluded. 
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ray         I        see ;  There's  no   light     in      the     win  -  dow    for        me. 

ear    -  nest  plea  ;  There's  no    light     in       the     win  -  dow    for        me. 

all         I         see ;  There's  no   light     in      the     win  -  dow    for        me. 
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No    light    in     the     win  -  dow  for       me      to  -  night,     No    light   in      the 
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home     to  -  night;  There's  no  light    in      the      win -dow  for     me. 

-9 *- 


28 


THE  SAVIOUR'S  CALL. 


Jennie  Wilson. 


Come  unto  me.'*— Matt.  11 :  28. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


1.  Heed,  oh,  heed  the  voice  di-vine,    Com  -ing  at  the  Sav-iour's  call ; 

2.  From  the  paths  of     dan  -  ger  flee,    Com  -ing  at  the  Sav-iour's  call ; 

3.  Thou  shalt  find  sweet  peace,  and  rest,   Com  -ing  at  the  Sav-iour's  call ; 

4.  None  shall  e'er  be  turned  a -way,  Com -ing  at  the  Sav-iour's  call ; 
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Let  life's  bless-ed  choice   be  Thine,    Com-ing    at  the  Sav-iour's  call. 

Seek  the  safe  -  ty        of-fered   thee,     Com-ing    at  the  Sav-iour's  call. 

With  sal-va-  tion's  joy      be   blest,    Com-ing    at  the  Sav-iour's  call. 

None  from  mer-cy's  door  need  stray,  Com-ing    at  the  Sav-iour's  call. 
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Trusting  in     the     Saviour's  name,  Trust-ing  Je  -  sus    lest  we      fall ; 
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Humbly  ask -ing     par-don  free,    Com-ing    at    the  Sav-iour's  call. 
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GIVE  ME  THY  HEART  TO-DAY. 


29 


F.  S.  Goodrich. 


C.  G.  Goodrich. 


1.  Give   me      thy    heart     to   -  day,     Wea-ry,     and  faint,    and      sore; 

2.  Give   me      thy     will      to  -  day,     And  thou  henceforth  shalt    be 

3.  Give    me      thy  -  self      to  -  day,     Bod  -  y,    and   soul,    and     mind ; 
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Turn  thou  from  sin  a  -  way,  Now  and  for  ev  -  er  - 
Guid  -  ed  by  love  di  -  vine,  Ev  -  er  un  -  err  -  ing  - 
For  -  sake     the  things     of      clay,     The     bet  -    ter      life       to 


more, 
find. 
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Come, 

Then 

Then 


for  the  feast  is  spread,  Come 
shall  thy  doubt-ing  cease,  Thou 
like  the    shin  -  ing  light,      Thy 


to  the  liv  -  ing  bread, 
shalt  have  per  -  feet  peace, 
path  shall  grow  more  bright, 
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Here   shall    thy    soul       be       fed, 
Wis  -  dom     and    light      in  -  crease, 
Un    •    til      thy     faith      is      sight, 


Come 
Come 
Come 


un  -  to 
un  -  to 
un    •  to 


me. 
me. 
me. 
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THE  SINLESS  CLIME. 


"  There  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into  it  any  thing  that  defileth."— Rev.  21 :  27. 
S.  J.  O.  S.  J.  Oslin,  by  per. 
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1.  Be-yond  the  dark  vale  of      a      sor-row-ing  world,  Just    a -cross     the 

2.  That  clime  of  bright  glo-ry     by  faith  we  may  see,    Look-ing  thro'  the 

3.  Oh,  land    of  the  pure,  how  we  long  thee   to     see  !  Where  a  cloud  -  less 

4.  O     Je  -  sus,  our  Sav-iour,  Re-deem-er  and  King!  Let  the   glo    -  ry 
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6tream    of 
mists      of 
sun     doth 
all      be 


time, 

time ; 

shine 

Thine 


Are  fields  of  bright  glo  -ry    and  pleas-ure  un  -told; 

We    see     all  our  loved  ones  are  hap- py    and  free, 

Ke-deemed  and  im-mor-tal,  there  hap-py  we'll  be, 

With  Thee  we'll  be  hap-py,  with  an -gels  we'll  sing, 
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rest, Just       ov  -  er     the    nv  -  er     of 

land  of  sweet  rest,  Just      ov  -  er     the    riv-er     of 


time !  We'll 

time !  We'll 


THE  SINLESS  CLIME.    Concluded. 
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dwell  ....        in      peace,  ....      In    that  hap-py,  sin- less    clime! 
dwell  there  in  peace,  We'll  dwell  there  in  peace, 
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NEARER  HOME. 


Eev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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,    J  Yes,    'tis  near  -  er,      near  -  er      The     end      of     life's  brief    day ; 
\  Near  -  er     is 
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2  Yes,  'tis  nearer,  nearer, 
When  we  shall  heaven  see; 
When  shall  come  the  dawning 
Of  blest  eternity ! 


3  Yes,  'tis  nearer,  nearer, 
When  dear  ones  gone  before, 
Shall  with  gladness  greet  us 
Upon  the  glory-shore ! 
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GO  WORK. 


G.  W.  L. 


G.  W.  Lyon.  By  per. 
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1.  The  fields  are  all  white  for  the  harvest,  And  time  passes  swift  -  ly  a  -  way  ; 

2.  The  work  may  be  hard,  yet  the  Master   Has  something  for  each  one  to  do: 

3.  Though  duty  may  bring self-de-  ni  -als,  And  oft  make  the  heart  sad  and  sore; 

4.  The  Master  will  bless  all  your  efforts,  And  help  all  your  burdens  to  bear ; 


The  Mas-ter    is    call-ing    for   lab  -'rers,  Go, work  while  'tis  yet  called  to-day. 
Go  forth,  then,  and  cheerfully     la  -  bor,  And  be     ev  -  er  faith-ful  and  true. 
Remember  that  dear  souls  are  dy    -  ing,  And  they  may  be  lost  ev-er-more. 
At    last  He'll  conduct  you  to  heav  -  en,  His  presence  and  glo-ry     to   share. 
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Go  work,  go  work,  Nor  wait      for    to  -  mor  -  row     to  come 

Go  work,  to  -  day,   Nor  wait     for    to- mor -row     to  come 


*--Sf     |    X  - 


1 f 


V— *- 


:t: 


i 


W     p'-9 — *Z7*zt!^ti\ 


I  AM  WILLING. 
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Rev.  D.  E.  Millard. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


1.  I      am  willing,  Lord,  I'm  will  -  ing — To  be    led  through  life  by  Thee, 

2.  When  temptations  gather  'round  me,     To  en-trap    my    worldly  heart, 

3.  And  wheo  called  to  bear  some  bur  -  den,  For  my  own    or  oth  -  ers'  weal, 

4.  I      am   will-ing,  yes  I'm  will   -  ing,    To  be   led,    O    Lord,  by  Thee, 
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Ev'-ry  needful  task  ful  -  fill  -  ing,  I  Thy  servant.  Lord,  would  be. 
Thou  hast  promised,  if      I     ask     Thee,  Grace  and  strength  to    say  "depart." 

Be  my  Saviour,  Guide  and  War  •  den,  So  shall  nothing  quench  my  zeal. 
Help  me  now   in  mind  and   feel    -    ing,  Ev  -  er  -  more  Thy  child  to   be. 
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I      am    will  -ing,    I      am   will-  ing,  To      be  led  through  life  by  Thee, 
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am    will  -  ing,    I      am    will  -  ing,  Thy   servant,  Lord,  to      be. 
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SPARE  MY  BOY. 
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E.  EOBERTS. 
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Thro'  the  in-fant   days  I  watch'd  liim,  Guarded  well  my  darling  boy  ;  Thro'  the 
Thro'  the  childhood  years  I  led  him,  Guided  e'er  his  lit  -  tie  feet ;  Who  could 
Pa-tient  -  ly    I  watch'd  the  budding  Of  the  manhood  of  my  cbild  ;  Can     I 
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nights  I  sooth'd  and  rock'd  him,  On  a     bo  -  som  filled  with  joy  ;     Now     a- 
harm  him,  who  would  dare  to  Taint  the  lips     so     ten  -  der  sweet  ?  Must  I 
see  the       no-  ble  blooming,  Blighted,  ru-ined,  or  de  -  filed?     Spare  my 
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las!  I  may  not  shield  him,  Tho' by  sin  and  death  beguil'd,  I  can  on  -  ly  pray  the 
yield  my  heart's  fond  treasure  To  the  blighting  curse  of  rum?  Rob  me  of  my  food  and 
lov'd  one,  spare  his  manhood,  Of  my  life  the  pride  and  joy  ;  Must  you  take  the  shining 
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spoiler,  Spare  my  child,  oh,  spare  my  child.  Spare  my  darling,  spare  my  boy,  Spare  my 
shelter,  On  -  ly  spare  my  darling    son. 
gold  ?  yet  Spare  my  lov'd  one,  spare  my  boy. 
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SPARE  MY  BOY.    Concluded. 
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rrv/TN 


M^—j — h-#-  -th — ^- — k— I — -i— •  .  ^ i-Sr-'- sr-\F-J~H 

*  •  •  •■  g  i  «^  *-••-  -&- 

own,  my  precious  bov;  Sure,  the  wine-cup  will  destroy,     Spare,  oh,  spare  my  boy. 
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REVIVE  US  AGAIN. 


Dr.  W.  P.  Mackay. 


English  Melody. 
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1.  We     praise  Thee,     O       God !      for  the  Son       of 

2.  We    praise  Thee,     O      God !     for  Thy  Spir  -  it 

3.  All       glo    -    ry      and     praise     to     the  Lamb  that 
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Thy     love,       For 
of       light,       Who  has 
was    slain,       Who  has 
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Je  -  bus  who  died,  and  is  now  gone  a  - 
shown  us  our  Sav  -  iour,  and  scat  -  tered  our 
borne     all     our     sins,       and       has  cleans'd  ev  -  'ry 
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bove. 
night. 

stain. 


I       1st  time. 
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lu-jah  !  Thine  the  glo  •  ry,  Hal-le  -  lu-jah  !  A  -  men.     Ee  -  vive  us    a-gain. 
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4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all 

grace, 
Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and 

guided  onr  ways. 


5  Eevive  us  again  ;  fill  each  heart  with 
Thy  love ; 
May  each  soul  be  rekindled  with  fire 
from  above. 
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LEAD  ME. 


F.  P.  Griffith,  M.  D. 

A— fc-J fV 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


1.  Come,  bless-ed    Je  •  sus,   fill      my      heart  So      full    of  love    for  Thee, 

2.  Come,  lead  me,  Lord,  come,  help  me  walk   The  road  that  sons  should  tread, 

3.  Most  gracious  Saviour,   guard    my  heart,  Make    it     en  -  tire  -  ly  Thine, 

4.  Oh,  come,  and  place  Thy  lov  -  ing    arms    A  -  round  Thy  wayward  child, 
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That      I    shall  al  -  ways  heed  Thy    voice,    Prepared  Thy  face      to    see. 

Cause  me      to    feel  with  faith     su  -  preme,  Thy  blood  for    me     was  shed. 

And  teach  me    nev  -  er,     at      Thy    will,      To      mur-mur    or      re  -  pine. 

Come,  let     me    feel    Thy  sweet  em  -  brace   And    feast  up  -  on    Thy  smile. 
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Oh,  help    me  raise    Thy 
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ner,     That  earth  may  catch   its  gleams, 
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And     hail  the  bless  -  ed      sun  -  shine,    That  from  its      ra-diance  streams. 
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CAN  A  BOY  FORGET  HIS  MOTHER? 
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Rev.  J.  H. 


Weber.     By  per. 

-fv  N   IV 


1.  Can  a  boy  forget  his  mother's  prayer,  \Y  hen  he  has  wander'd, God  knows  where: 

2.  Can  a  boy  forget  his  mother's  face,  Whose  heart  was  kind  and  filled  with  grace? 

3.  Can  a  boy  forget  his  mother's  door,    From  which  he  wandered  years  before  ? 

4.  Can  a  boy  forget  that  she  is  dead,  Though  many  years  have  passed  and  fled? 
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It's  down  the  path  of  death  and  shame.  But  mother's  prayers  are  heard  the  same  ! 

Her   loving   voice   it    ech-oes  sweet ;  She  waits,  she  long6  her  boy  to  meet ! 

With  tears  and  sighs  she  said  "Good-bye  ;  Meet  me,  my  boy,    beyond    the  sky !  " 

Those  tears,  that  prayer,  thatsweet  "Good-bye  ;"  She  waits  to  welcome  thee  on  high  ! 


Comeback,  my  boy,  come  back,  I  say,  And  walk  now  in  Thy  mother's  way  ! 


Come  back,  my  boy,  come  back,  I    say,  And  walk  now  in  thy  mother's    way. 
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38  ABOVE  THE  CLOUDS. 

Mrs.  L.  N.  Beal  Bateman. 


S.  C.  Hanson. 
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1.  When  the  murky  night  of  sorrow,  With  its  gloom  your  soul  enshrouds,  Lift  your 

2.  Though  the  thunder's  drum  of  danger,  Beats  in  fu  -  ry   on  your  path,  On  the 

3.  In  the  hours  of  stern  temptation,  When  your  strength  is  waning  fast,  Grasp  a- 

4.  When  the  shades  of  death  o'ertake  you,  And  you  feel  its  chilling  wave,  Trust  in 
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There'll  be  light There'll  be  light There'll  be 

Yes   there'll  be  light,  ves    there'll     be  light, 

There'll   be   light,  '     There'll   be   light, 


light 


bove        the  clouds, 


There'll  be  light  above  the  clouds, 
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Lift  your  eyes 

Lift  your  eyes,  For  on  the  morrow 
For  on  the  morrow 
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There'll  be  light  above  thecloudsjes  there! 


ABOVE  THE  CLOUDS. 
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Lift  your  eyes, There'll  be  light         a-bove        the        clouds 

for  on  the  morrow,  There'll     be  light,  There'll  be  light  above  the  clouds, 
for  on  the  morrow,  There'll  be  light  above  the  clouds. 


9:%— * — :=^*vw*-k-w» 


-*— f 


t=t*£qEEE 


L £. 


PES 


LITTLE  TO  ME  IT  MATTERS. 


SC#ztfe: 


Music  and  Chorus  bv  T.  C.  Neal. 
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Lit  -  tie  to  me  it  matters,  Whither  my  feet  are  led, 
Whether  the  storm  or  sunshine,  Be  in  the  path  I  take, 
Thine  is     the    care,  my  Father,    All  the  pro-vid-ing  thine, 

So    then,    it    will  not     matter,  What  in  the  future  be ; 
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If  in    the 
My  hand  is 
On-ly  the 
Gladly  I 
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burning  des  -  ert,      Or     pas-tures  green  I'm    fed. 
Thine,  my  Fa  -  ther,  Thou  wilt  not  Thy  child  forsake, 
trust    and  pleasure,     And  calm  content      are  mine, 
take     my  jour-  ney,     En-trust -ing  all        to     Thee. 


rest      (I  rest) 
rest 

I  rest 


on     Je-sus'  breast,  I'll  ev  -  er  there  a  -  bide  ; 

on     Je-sus'  breast,  And I 


am     sat  -  is  -  fied. 
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ALL  THE  WORLD  FOR  JESUS. 


Dedicated  to  W.  J.  O' Conner,  Sup't  Baptist  S.  S.,  Jackson,  Miss. 
Dr.  T.  F.  Woody.  Mrs.  T.  F.  Woody 
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1.  All  the  world  will  sing  for 

2.  All  the  world  will  sing  for 

3.  All  the  world  will  sing  for 


Je  -  sus,  By  and  by, 
Je  •  sus,  By  and  by, 
Je  -  sus,  By  and  by, 
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By  and  by, 
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For     we  know  that 
And  the    an  -  gels 
by  and  bye,  And  our  lov  -    ed 
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will  call 
will  greet 
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By  and 
By  and 
By    and 
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by,  By  and    by  ;  When  the   glo  -  rious  time       has 

by,  By  and    by  ;  When  our  earth  -  ly    song  shall 

by,  By  and    by;  What     a  great     day  that  will 

By  and  by,  By  and  bv, 
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come,  And  He  calls     us        to  His      home,  Then  we  nev  -   er  more  will 
cease,    And  He  takes    us    home  in       peace,  And    our  prisoned  souls  re- 
be,    When  our  souls  shall     be  set      free,    Shout  the  song    of    ju  -  bi- 
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ALL  THE  WORLD  FOR  JESUS.    Concluded. 


41 
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will    sing  for  Je  sus,     All  the    world. 

All  the  world,  ves,  all  the  world  will  sing  for  Jesus,  All  the 
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will  sing  for  Je         -        -       sus,    Will  you  help  us  all    to  sing,  And  to 

world,  ves  all  the  world  will  sing  for  Je-sus;  Will  vou  help  us  all  to  sing, 
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make    the  message  ring, 
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42  "I  NEED  NOT  EARTHLY  RICHES." 

G.  W.  Lyon.  Jno.  R  Bryant.    By  Per. 


'J 


— i*^- 


m 


=&*£*=£=¥* 


t 


A^ss,__N 


— i 1— | 


1.  I     need    not 

2.  Earth's  rich  -  es 

3.  This  earth,  no 

4.  Give  me     Thy 


earth-ly  rich  -  es. 
soon  will  leave  me, 
sol  -  id  com  -  fort 
grace,  dear  Saviour, 


Its     glo  -   ry     or        its     fame ; 

Its  splendors  pass  a  -  way ; 
Can  give,  or  grace  sup  -  ply; 
Be  -  stow     on    me     Thy      love ; 
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I     need  Thy    grace,  dear  Saviour,      To  keep     from  sin     and    shame. 

But  heavenly      hon  -  ors  treasured,  Shall  nev  -  er  more     de  -  cay. 

But  Thee  pos  -  sess  -  ing,  Sav  -  iour,  Temp-ta  -  tions   I        de  -  fy 

My  guide  and  guard  be  with    me,  'Till    I      am     called  a  -  bove. 


9!£ 


-9 * 1 Fr- 


rr 


131 


tn — f 


^EE=i 


CHORUS. 


S53Efe=t=H 


I  need     -not     earth-ly  rich   -  es,     But  heaven  -  ly  treas-ures    give ; 
i  V 


# — ^ — e- 

And    in     Thy  serv  -  ice,  Sav  -  iour,  Help  me       al  -  ways     to 
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IN  THE  ROCK  OF  AGES  RESTING. 
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R.  S.  H. 


E.  S.  Hanna. 


1.  In  the  Rock  of       a  -  ges     rest  -  ing,     I     am     safe  from  all  a  -  larm  ; 

2.  In  the  Rock  of       a  -  ges     rest  -  ing,  Bow-ing    low  at    Je  -  sus'   feet ; 

3.  Some  are  drift-ing  past   the     har  -  bor,   On   the     bar-ren  shores  a  -  lone  ; 

4.  Safe  and  sure  is     my  foun  -  da  -  tion,  Nev  -  er  more  will  tempest  shock  ; 


Sure    and    safe    is    my  foun  -  da  -  tion,  Wind  and  waves  do  me  no  harm. 
Storm-clouds  dark  may  o'er  me  hov  -  er,    Yet  my    rest    is     all    com-plete. 
Throw  the    life-line,   it  may  reach  them  Ere  they  drift  be-yond  their  home. 
There  the  soul  may  rest  for  -  ev     -     er,     In    the   bless  -  ed  rift  -  ed     rock. 
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In     the  Rock     of      a  -  ges    rest-ing,    Je  -  sus      is     the  soul's  re-treat, 
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Ful  -  ly  trusting     in     His  prom-ise,  We  shall  rest     in     Him  complete 
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AN  HEIR  OF  GOD. 

"  Heirs  of  God,  and  joint  heirs  with  Christ."— ROM.  8  :  17. 


Eev.  C.  C.  Hunt. 

SOLO. 


( Can  be  used  as  a  Duet. ) 


J.  G.  Dailey. 
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1.  The    Lord 

2.  I       cry 

3.  Tho'  now 

4.  I      care 


is     mv  Father, 
"Ab  -  ba,  Father, 
in  the  darkness, 
not  for  rich-es, 


and     I 
and     feel 
I       wan 
which   per 


arn  His  child, 
He  is     mine  ; 
der   a  -  while, 
ish   and  die. 


He 

And 

I 
For 
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is     my  Father, 


and     I 


am  His  child, 
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par     -  doned  and  cleansed  me, 

joint  heir  with  Je  -  sus, 

Spir  -       it  bears  wit-ness 

crown  all   tin  -  fad-ing, 
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me  His  own, 
iour  and  friend, 
am  His  6on, 
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From  "  Showers  of  Gospel  Song,"  by  per.  J.  G.  Dailey. 
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heir 
treas 
heir, 
mine 


to  a      king-dom, 

ures  of      glo  -  ry 

when  the     toil  of 

when  I         sit  with 


a       crown, 
which  nev 
life's  jour 
my    Lord 


and    a       throne. 

er    shall  end. 
ney    is       done. 

on  His    throne. 
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heir to       a  crown, I        am 

I       am    heir     to       a     crown,   to       a     crown, 
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heir to 

I       am    heir     to 
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a  crown, For     God 

a      crown,  to      a     crown,  For  God 
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is       my     Fa-ther,      I        am     heir to 

is       my     Fa-ther,      I        am  heir,    I       am     heir     to 
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A  QUIET  MIND. 


Unknown. 


Ellen  Black  Wheeler. 
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have     a  treasure  which  I  prize  ;  Its  like     I    can  -  not  find  ; 
cross  -  es  man  -  y  now     to  bear,  And  man-v    left     be  -  hind  ; 


ISI 


1.   I 

2.  I've 

3.  I  know    my  blessed  Lord  hath  said,  To  make  my  heart  resigned, 
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There's  noth-ing  like  it  on  the  earth  ;  'Tis  this.  a  qui-  et  mind. 
But  pres  -  ent  troubles  move  me  not,  Nor  shake  my  qui  -  et  mind. 
That  mer  -  cy     still  shall  fol  -  low  those  Who  have  this    qui  -  et  mind. 
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'Tis  not     that      I      am     stu  -  pe  -  fied,     Or  sense  -  less,  dull   or  blind  ; 
And  what  may    be     to  -  morrow's  cross,  I     nev   -    er    seek    to   find; 
I'm  wait-  ing  now   to    see     my    Lord,  So     pa  -  tient  and    so    kind; 
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'Tis    God's  own  peace  within     my  heart, Which  forms  my  qui- et  mind. 

My      Sav  -  iour  says  :"  Leave  that  to  Me,  And  keep     a     qui  -  et  mind." 

I       want     to  thank  Hi,m  face     to  face,    For    this    my    qui    -    et  mind. 
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I    found    this      treas 


ure  at     the  cross And 
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I     found    this  treas 
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I  found  this  treasure  at  the  cross,  the  blessed  cross, 
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y       la  -  den  souls,  Christ  gives      a     qui  -  et    mind 
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RESPONSE  TO  PRAYER. 

Rev.  J.  J.  Summerbell. 


W.  G.  Tomer. 


O      Fa  -  ther,  hear  us,     Hear  Thou  in  heav  n,  Thy  dwelling        place. 
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48  A  SHELTER  IN  THE  TIME  OF  STORM. 

Geo.  F. 

_*w mi*    urn tm^         


Mrs.  Harriett  E.  Jones. 
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We  have   a  Rock,    a  safe  re-treat,    A  shel  -  ter  in  the  time 

Oh,  Rock  of    A  -  ges,  al-ways  sure,  A  shel -ter  in  the  time 

Within  the  cleft    we  safe -ly  hide,    A  shel  -  ter  in  the  time 

Oh,  Rock  of    A  -  ges,  hide  thou  me,   A  shel  -  ter  in  the  time 
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A    sure  foun-da -tion    for  our  feet,  A  shel  -  ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

Where  wea-ry  pil-grims    rest  se-cure,  A  shel -ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

And  there  would  ev  -  er  -  more  a  -  bide,  A  shel  -  ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

And    ev  -  er  keep  me   close  to   thee,  A  shel  -  ter  in  the  time  of  storm. 
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safe  -  ly     rest,     we    safe  -  ly    rest ;  Our    Je  -  sus     is      the  Rock  where  we 
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BEAUTIFUL  THREADS 

Sel.  and  arr.  by  K.  S.  H.  Commots. 
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Weaving  them  in-to  a  work-a-day  life,  Beautiful  threads  of  gold, 
Weaving  them  in  with  a  pa-  tient  hand.  Beautiful  threads  of  gold, 
Weaving  them  in  with  our  hopes  and  fears,  Beautiful  threads  of  gold, 
Weaving  them  in  with  a  watch  -  ful  eye,  Beautiful  threads  of  gold, 
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Weaving  them  in  with  the  toil  and  strife,  And  yet  the  hands  that  hold, 
Filling  them  in  as  the  ar  -  tist  planned,  Who  laid  life's  sombre  fold, 
Brighter  the  thread  of  the  gold  ap-peurs,  As  when  life's  web  grows  old, 
Shining     a-cross  where  the  shadow.-,  lie,  With  life's  web  all  UD-rolled, 
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Fashions  them  out  into  patterns  rare,  Beau-ti-ful  threads    so  new  and  fair, 
Weaving  them  in  with  the  homliest  cares,  O-ver  some  bur  -  den  another  bears, 
Weaving  them  in  with  a  smile  and  song,  Wonderful  threads  so  fine  and  strong, 
Weaving  them  in  with  the  Master's  call,  Let  the  bright  threads  of  the  shuttle  fall, 
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Soon  the  Master   will  find  them  there,  In  beautiful  threads  of  gold. 

Glad  the  Mas  -  ter  weaver  spares,  Some  beautiful  threads  of  gold. 
Under  the  good  and  over  the  wrong,  Some  beautiful  threads  of  gold. 
An-gels  will  come  to  gather  them  all,  Life's  beautiful  threads  of  gold. 
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"LORD  I  BELIEVE." 


rtk 


Lucy  Rider  Meyer. 

f=4v--N-A-N-l=: 

Lord,    l        be-lieve  the  soul  that  to  Thy  keeping,  Commits  its  ev-'ry  care, 
Lord.   I       be-lieve  that  free  from  condemnation, My  soul  may  walk  with  Thee, 
Lord,  I       be-lieve  earth's  battle  will  be  ended,  The  glorious  day  will  come, 
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Lord,  I  be  -  lieve,  Calm-ly  can  rest,  'tho  storms  around  are  sweeping,  For 
Lord,  I  .  be  -  lieve,  Lord,  I  re  -  joice,  Thy  ut  -  ter-most  sal  -  va  -  tion  Has 
Lord,     I     be  -  lieve,  Faith  now  can  see  the    vic-tor's,,crown  extend  -  ed,  And 
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all  is  safe  -  ty  there, — Lord,  I 
ran-somed  e  -  ven  me, —  Lord,  I 
hear    the     wel -come  home, — Lord,      I 
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be-lieve. 
be-lieve.  Lord, 
be-lieve. 


be-lieve, 
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Lord,     I     be-lieve,  Help      my      un    -    be-lief! 
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I     can  walk  up  -  on  the 
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LORD  I  BELIEVE.    Concluded. 
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wa  -  ter   with  Thee,  O  Lord,  By  Thy  mighty  hand  upheld,    I  am     safe. 
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MORE  LOVE  TO  THEE. 


S.  S.  Myers. 


B.C.  1.    More 

2.  Once 

3.  Then 


love 

earth 

shall 


to  Thee, 

ly  joy 

my     lat 


0  Christ,     More       love 

1  craved,  Sought    peace 
est  breath    Whis    -  per 


to       Thee ! 
and      rest ; 
Thy     praise ; 
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Hear    Thou 
Now     Thee 
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my     part  -    ing      cry      My        heart    shall     raise ; 
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This 
This 
This 


my  earn  -  est  plea,  Move  love, 
all  my  pray'r  shall  be,  Move  love, 
still        my  pray'r  shall  be,     Move  love, 
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O  Christ,  to  Thee. 
O  Christ,  to  Thee. 
O  Christ,  to  Thee. 
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E.  K.  Latta. 
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HE  KEEPETH  ME,  EVER. 

Geo.  F.  Eosche. 
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1.  He  keep-eth  me,    ev  -  er,     Wher-e'er  be    the     place!      I've     on  -  ly     to 

2.  He  keep-eth  me,    ev  -  er,     With    ten-der-est      care!        I've     on-ly     to 

3.  He  keep-eth  me,    ev  -  er,     From  yielding    to     dread;  Though  darkness  be 
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ask    it —  Most  won  -  der-  ful     grace! 

ask  Him     My    bur -dens     to     bear! 

round  me,  And  clouds    o  -  ver  -  head  ! 
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Tho'  sor  -  est  temp  -  ta  -  tions 
A  word  of  His  prom-ise, 
He    still   -  eth     my  doubt-ings, 
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My     Spir  -  it        may    try, 
He      nev  -   er        will     break! 
He     light  -  ens       my      grief ! 


I         know      my      Re    -    deem  -  er 
Who  -    ev     -     er      may      leave     me, 
I've        on     -     ly       to         trust     Him- 
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Will    ev  -  er    be      nigh! 
He  ne'er  will  for-  sake  ! 
He'll  give  me    re  -  lief  ! 


He  keep  eth  me,    ev-er!     His    love  end-eth 
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nev-er!    from  Him  naught  shall  sev  -  er  !    He    keep-eth     my      soul! 
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THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST. 


53 


T.  Kelley. 


R.  S.  Hanna. 


1.  The  head  that   once  was  crowned  with  thorns,  Is  crowned  with  glo  -  ry      now  ; 

2.  They  sufT-  er     with  their  Lord   be-low,  They  reign  with  Him  a  -    bove, 

3.  The  cross   He    bore    is     life     and  health,  Though  shame  and  death  to  Him, 
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A     roy   -  al       di    -    a-dem       a-dorns,  The   lov  -  ing  Sav  -  iour's  brow. 
Their  prof  -  it      and  their  joy       to  know,  The  roys  -  fry     of       His    love. 
His  peo  -  pie's  hope,  His  peo  -  pie's  wealth,  Their  ev-er  -  last  -  ing  theme. 
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To  them      the  cross  with    all       its  shame, With  all     its  grace      is  giv'n, 
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Their  name  an  ev    -    er-last  -  ing  name,  Their  joy,  the    joy      of      heav'n. 
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Mrs.  J.  V.  C. 


CHRIST  FOR  THE  WORLD. 

Mrs.  J.  V.  Coombs. 


I 


1.  The  whole  world  for  Christ,  Waft  the  glad  news  a-long,  Let  His  name  be    the 

2.  The  whole  world  for  Christ,  By  the  young  and  the  old,  Let  the  same  blessed 

3.  When  that  day  shall  come,  For  we  read  in   His  word,  All  shall  bow  at   the 
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theme    of  our      6ong.  Let     us  raise  our  glad  voic- es   in    trib-ute  of 

6to    •  ry    be       told.  Till  the  lands  now  in  dark-ness  in    tri-umph  shall 

name    of     the     Lord;         We  shall  join  in    the  song  by   the  breez  -  es   un- 


CHORUS. 
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praise.  And  joy  -  ful-ly  serve  Him  in  youth's  brightest  days, 
rine,  And  sound  loud  the  praises   of    Jes  -us   our  King.  The  whole  world  for 
furl'd  The  whole  world  for  GJirist,  He  has  conquered  the  world. 
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Christ,  let  us  herald  thesong.  And  Christ  for  the  world,  waft  the  glad  tidings  alone,  Till  our 
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CHRIST  FOR  THE  WORLD.    Concluded.         55 
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message  shall  be  by  the  breezes  unfurl'd,  The  whole  world  for  Christ,  and  Christ  for  the  world. 
^-PS-^-^g    P  p  , 


3fctet^t 


IF  I  HAVE  JESUS. 


F.  P.  Griffith. 


C.  V.  Stbickland. 


-A     rs-.r>--J 


a 


*EESEtrEtE£jE^ 


It* 


■JT  •   "JF    5    ♦ 


1.  I 

2.  I 

3.  I 

4.  I 

5.  I 


I  have  Je   -  sus    for   my  friend,Why  should  I  grieve   or     care? 

I  have  Je   -  sus   in     my  heart,  His  spot-less   gar   -   merits  wear, 

I  have  Je   -  sus   for   my  guide,  Al-though  the  way   seem   drear, 

I  have  Je   -  sus  with  me   now,  Why  should  I  e'er       de  -  spair? 

I  have  Je  -  sus  when  I  leave  This  world  of    strife      and  care, 
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bear. 


For  He  has  promised  me  to  love,  When  T  His  im  -  age 
With  heav'nly  peace  my  soul  he'll  fill,  Naught  can  with  it  com  -  pare. 
He  safe  from  ev  -  'ry  harm  will  lead,  And  make  my  path  -  way  clear. 
He  will  not  leave  me  or  for-sake,  But  will  my  bur  -  dens  bear. 
He    will   for    me      a   mansion  bright  With  His  loved  hand  pre-pare. 
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56  BEAUTIFUL  CITY  OF  PEACE. 

Jennie  Wilson.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  cit  -  y     be  -  yond    the  tide,     Bless-ed      a  -  bode  of    the 

2.  Beau-  ti  -  ful  cit  -  y,    by    faith     I      see       Glis  -ten  -ing  por-  tals    a- 

3.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  cit  -  y,    thy  tranquil  stream    Ev  -  er  shall  glide  on  with 

4.  Bean  -  ti  -  ful  cit  -  y,  where  shines  God's  throne,    There  I  shall  know  as      I 


glo  -  ri  -  fied,  Thor    in  time's  val-ley    a  -  while     I  roam,    Beau-ti  -  ful 
jar     for      me,  Gem-garnished  walls  and  bright  streets  of  gold     Beck- on   me 
crys  -  tal  gleam,  While  on    its  mar  -gin  with  spir  -  its  blest,     Af  -  ter  life's 
now  am  known,  When  with  the  fol -low-ers     of     the  Lamb,  Glad-ly      I 
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cit  -  y,  thou  art  my  home.  Beau 
homward  to  bliss  un  -  told, 
jour-ney  my  soul  finds  rest, 
sing  their  tii  umph  -  al  song.     Beau-ti-ful,  beau-ti-ful, 
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cit  -  y      of  peace, 
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Beau-ti  -  ful 
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where   sor  -  row  shall  cease,  There   I       shall 
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dwell  when  life's  path-ways  are  trod,  Safe  with  my  Saviour,  at    home  with  God. 
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COMING  HOME. 
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J.  T.  Reese. 
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1.  The    day    has  come,  the  joy  -  ful  day,      At  last    the   day     has     come, 

2.  How  beau  -  ti  -  ful      on  mountain  top.     The  her- aids' feet    ap  -  pear, 

3.  Pleased  with  the  news  the  saints  be-low,      In  songs  their  tongues  employ, 
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When  saints  and  an  -  gels  joy     dis-play,  O'er  sin  -    ners  com  -  ing     home. 

While  ti  -  dings,  bless  -  ed  ti  -  dings  drop,  The  brok  -  en  heart  to       cheer. 

Be-yond    the  skies    the   tid  -  ings   go,    And  heav'n   is  filled  with    joy. 
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They're  com      -       -      ing     home Be  hold  them  coming  home, 

They're  coming  home,  they're  coming  home,  Behold  them  coming,  coming  home, 
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They're  com      -      -      ing     home, The  sinners   are  coming   home 

They're  coming  home,  They're  coming  home, 
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BEAUTIFUL  ROBE  AND  CROWN. 


E.  R.  Latta. 
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1.  Pleasures  that  earth  can  give  Nev  -  er    are     un  -  al-loyed,  Like  to  the 

2.  Fashion's  a-dorn  -ments  are      Ev  -  er  with  mon  -  ey  bought,  Heavenly 

3.  Land  of  the  white-robed  throng  And  of  the  harp  and  palm,  After  the 


m* 


& 


V     V     V- 


£=?=*£=£ 


ifeztezpz^zfc 


-1     l     t^-p-p— 


& 


^©^iF^^^^r^ 


3=3=$ 


hap-pi-ness  That  is  in  heav'n  enjoyed  !  What  are  earth's  garments  gay,  Often  so 
garments  bright,  Only  by  faith  are  sought !  What  are  the  mines  of  earth?  What  is  the 
storms  of  life  Thine  is  a  blessed  calm!  There  may  our  ev'rv  name  Surely   be 
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D.  S. — What  are  the  mines  of  earth  ?  What  is  the 


'k^t--: 


l=zx 


■*~*t 


I 


t=M 


/V\ 


=t 


— 1- 


•±a!d 


m 


proud  -  ly  shown  ?  Nothing  compared 
world's   re  -  nowu  ?  Nothing  compared 
writ  -  ten  down  !    Striving   are    we 
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to  you,  Beau  -  ti  -  f ul  robe  and 
to  you,  Beau  •  ti  -  ful  robe  and 
for  you,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  robe  and 
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crown  ! 
crown  ! 
crown ! 
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world's  re-nown  ?  Noth-ing  compared    to    you,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  robe  and 


crown  ! 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful    robe  ! Beau-ti-f ul     crown  ! . 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful  robe  !  Beau-ti-ful  crown ! 
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Beau-ti-ful      robe  ! Beau  •  ti  -  ful     crown  ! 

Beau-ti-ful  robe !  Beautiful  crown  ! 
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ALL  HAIL  THE  POWER. 


Peronet. 


Oliver  Holden. 


1.  All      hail     the  pow'r  of  Je  -  sus'  name,  Let  an  -  gels   pros-trate 

2.  Let      ev    •    'ry  kindred,  ev  -  'ry  tribe,  On    this     ter  -  res  -  trial 

3.  Oh,    that    with    yonder  sa-cred  throng  We    at    His  Ifeet    may 
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fall; 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al    di  -   a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord       of 

To  Him  all  maj  -  es  -  ty     as-eribe,  And  crown  Him  Lord       of 

We'll  join  the  ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  song,  And  crown  Him  Lord       of 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al    di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him     Lord  of      all. 

To     Him  all  maj-es  -  ty     as-cribe,  And  crown  Him     Lord  of      all. 

We'll  join  the  ev  -  er-last  -  ing  song,  And  crown  Him     Lord  of      all. 
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SOMEBODY'S  BOY. 


Slow,  with  feeling. 


K.  S.  Hanna. 
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1.  Out        in      the  cold  world,  and     far      a  -  way  from  home, 

2.  Search  till  you   find   him,  and  bring  him  back   to      me, 

3.  Oh,    could    I      see    him,  and   fold    him    to      my  brenst, 

4.  Well      I       re  -  mem  -ber  the     part  -  ing  words  he     said, 
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Some-body's  boy      is  wan-der-ing  a-lone  ; 

Far,  far  a-way,  wher-ev  -  er   he  may  be  ; 

Glad-ly  I'd  close  my  eyes,  and  be  at  rest ; 
We  will  meet  where  no  farewell  tears  are  shed 


No   one  to  guide  him  or 

Tell  him  his  mother,  with 

There  is      no  oth  -  er  that's 

There'll  be  no  good-byes  in 
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keep  his  footsteps  right, 
fad  -  ed  cheeks  and  hair, 
left  to  give  me   joy, 
that  bright  land  so  fair, 


Some   -   bod-y's  boy    is  homeless  to- night. 
At  the  old  home  is  wait-ing  him  there. 

Bring      back  to  me    my  wan-der-ing    boy. 
When    done  with  life,  I'll  meet  you  up  there. 
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Bring  back  to  me  mv  wandering  boy,  There  is  no  other  that's  left  to  give  me  joy  ; 
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Tell  him  his  mother,  with  faded  cheeks  and  hair.  At  the  old  home  is  waiting  hiui  there. 
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5  Out  in  the  hallway  there  stands  a  vacant 

chair, 

Yonder  the  shoes,  that  he  once  used  to  wear ; 
Empty  the  cradle,  that  he  once  loved  so 

well, 
Oh,  how  I  miss  him,  there's  no  one  can  tell. 


6  Can  I  forget  him,  or  cease  to  hold  him 

dear, 
He  is  my  boy,  as  when  he  once  was  here ; 
Although  he  wanders  in  darkness  and  in 

sin, 
Bring  him  to  me,  I'll  welcome  him  in. 


62  THE  DAY-BREAK  SONG. 

*  *  *  Until  the  day  dawn,  and  the  day  star  arise  in  your  hearts. — 12  Pktbr  1,  19. 
Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  Geo.  F.  Eosche. 


1.  Lift  your  eyes,  the  day  is      break-ing,  Tho' the  night  was  dark  and  long; 

2.  Sin-ner,  look  to  Calv'ry's  moun-tain,      See  the  day  be-gins    to    dawn  ; 

3.  The    Mil-len-ni  -  um    is      near  -  ing,    And  the  time  will  not  be     long, 

4.  When  life's  twilight  hour  is  end  -  ed,     Lean  up-on  God's  arm  so   strong, 


Sin-ners  from  their  sleep  are  wak  -  ing,  Come  and  join  the  day-break 
Light-ing  up  the  healing     fount  -  aiD,  Come  and  join  the  day-break 

Hark  !  the  sons  of  God  are  cheer  -  ing,  Come  and  join  the  day-break 
And  with  those  who  have  as-cend  -  ed,    Come  and  join  the  day-break 


song, 
song, 
song, 
song. 
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glo  -  ry,  Right  shall  triumph  o  -  ver  wrong, 
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Tell  the  world  re-demption's      sto  -  ry,  Come  and  join  the  day-break  song. 
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I  WILL  GLORY  IN  THE  CROSS. 


63 


"  God  forbid  that  I  should  glory,  save  in  the  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."— Gal.  6 :  14. 
Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck.  T.  H.  Osborn. 
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1.  On-ly   in  the  cross  I'll    glo  -  ry,     Gladly  bear     its      pain    and    loss ; 

2.  With  the  cross  of  Christ  be-fore  me,    I  will  count    all      else      but  dross — 

3.  When  the  uni-yerse      is    hoar  -  y,  When  the  stars  have  fled      a  -  way, 
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And  tho'  sorrow's  waves  roll    o'er      me,      I    will   glo  -  ry  in    the 
God    for  -  bid  that    I  should  glo    -    ry,   Sav  -  ing   in    the   blessed 
In    the  cross  I     still   will   glo    -    ry,  Thro'    a  bright  e  -  ter  -  nal 
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day. 
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Let  me  tell  sal  -  va-tion's  sto  -  ry,    Of   the  Saviour  sac  -  ri  -  ficed — 
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For     in  noth-ing  will     I      glo  -    ry,    Sav  -  ing  in     the  cross     of  Christ. 
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FOLLOW  ME. 


j.  v.  c. 

Earnestly 


V.  Coombs,  Arr.  J.  T.  K. 


1.  Have  you  heard  the  in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion,  Which  the  Lord  extends  to   thee? 

2.  Now  the  call    to    you    is     giv  -  en,  From  your  sins  would  you  be  free? 

3.  Still    the  "Gospel  Call  "  is    sound-ing,  Will  you  heed  the  earn-est  plea? 
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It  has  sounded  down  the  a  -  ges,  "  Leave  the  world  and  fol-low  Me." 
Hear  the  Saviour  gen-tly  pleading,  "  Leave  the  world  and  fol-low  Me." 
Je  -  sus  calls  you  gen-tly,  sweetly,  "  Leave  the  world  and  fol-low     Me." 
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Follow  Me,  Follow  Me,  I  will  lead  thee    all    the 

Follow  Me,  Follow  Me,  I  will  lead        thee, 
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lead     thee  all       the     way, 
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We  will  fol  •   low, 
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FOLLOW  ME.    Concluded. 
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We  will   fol      -       low,  To    the  realms  of    end  -  less 

We  will  fol  -  low, 
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MY  FAITH  LOOKS  UP  TO  THEE. 


Ray  Palmer. 


Olivet.    6,  4. 
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Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  lamb  of  Calvary,  Saviour  divine !  Now  hear  me 

2.  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart,  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  inspire;JAs  Thou  hast 
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while  I  pray,  Take  all  my  gnilt  away,  Oh,  let  me  from  this  day  Be  wholly  Thine, 
died  for  me,  Oh,  may  my  love  to  Thee,  Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be — A  living  fire  ! 
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3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 


4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll ; 
Blest  Saviour!  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove  ; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul ! 
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COME  TO  HIM  NOW. 


Chas.  E.  Neal. 


1.  Je-sus  is  waiting  to  save,  brother,  List  while  He's  calling  to-day  ; 

2.  Je-sus  is     a-ble    to  save,  brother,  Can  you  not  trust  Him  to-day  ? 

3.  Je-sus  is     a-ble    to  keep,  brother,  Safe  'mid  the  tempest's  wild  waves  ; 
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Why  will  you  wander  a-way,  brother?  Come  to  Him  now  while  you  may. 
He   in  a  moment  can  cleanse,  brother,  Take  all  your  heart-aches  a-way. 
Whene'er  the  tempter  assails,  brother,  Jesus    the  trusting   one    saves. 
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He  may  not  call  you  again,  brother,  Come,  at  the  mercy  seat    bow  ; 
Come  full  of  faith  in  His  word,  brother,  Lean  on  His  kind,  loving  breast ; 
Cast  all  your  burdens  on  Him,  brother,  He  all  your  sorrows  will  share  ; 
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Je-sus  is  waiting  to  save,     brother,    Open  your  heart  to  Him     now. 
Je-sus  is    a-ble  to  save,     brother,    Come,  He  will  give  you  sweet  rest. 
Je-sus  is    a-ble  to  keep,    brother,    Trust  in  His  kind,  watchful  care. 


COME  TO  HIM  NOW.  Concluded. 
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CHORUS. 


Come  to  Him  now,  Come  to  Him  now,  While  He  is  calling  you,  Come  to  Him  now, 
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Je-sus    is  waiting  His  grace  to  bestow,  Come  to  Him  now,  Come  to  Him  now. 
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THE  LORD'S  PRAYER. 
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Our  father  which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed 

Give  us  this  day  our 

And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver 
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Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done  in 

And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive         those  who  trespass  a-gainst  us. 

For  Thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory  for-ever  and    ever.  A    -    men. 
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LORD,  MY  HEART  IS  RESTED. 

May  be  sung  as  a  duet  by  Soprano  and  Tenor.         Geo.  F.  Rosche. 
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1.  Lord,  my  heart  is  rested,  strengthen'd,  By  this  qui  -  et  hour  with  Thee ; — 

2.  Here  Thy  peace,  like  music  stealing,  Stills  all  discord,  tu  -  mult,    strife, — 

3.  For  more  per-fect   self    sur-ren-der,  For     a    clos-er  walk  with  Thee! — 
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In       the  sun-shine  of    Thy  pres-ence,  Earthly  gloom  and  shadows  flee. 

Fills     the  heart  with  ten-der  yearnings,  For       a  no  -  bier  sweet-er    life. 

For      a  meek  aud  qui  -  et    spir  -  it,    From  all  car-nal  sins    set     free. 
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Lord,  while  still   on       earth  a    pilgrim,     I  would  in     Thy       love    a-bide; 
Lord,  while  still  on  earth  a  pilgrim,  I  would  in  Thy  love  a-bide  ; 
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Safely  thro'  life's  shades  and  sunshine,  Keep  me  ev  -  er     near  Thy  side. 
Safely  thro'  life's  shades  and  sunshine,     Keep  me  ev-er  near  Thy  side. 
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SWEET  THOUGHTS  OF  HEAVEN. 
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R.  S.  H. 


R.  S.  Hanna. 


1.  There's  a  crown  for  the  striving  soul,  Which  the  Master  delights  to  give; 

2.  There's  a  joy  for  the  mourning  soul,  Though  the  heart  may  be  sad  tonight, 

3.  There's  a  home  for  the  faithful  soul  In  the  mansions  prepared  a-bove; 
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Un-to     all  that  shall  faithful  prove, 
Yet  the  storm  clouds  will  break  away, 
When  the  glorified  saints  shall    sing, 
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A  crown  of  life  shall  have. 
And  joy  come  with  the  light. 
Of      Je  -  bus'  precious  love. 
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Be      mine  when  life      is 
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Oh    may    that  bright  and    star  -  ry  crown, 
Oh    may    that  sweet   and    last-ing  joy, 
Oh    may    that  home,  that   heav'nly  home, 
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Then  with  the    glo  -  ri  •    fied    at  home,  I'll     be      for  -  ev  -  er     blest. 
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WATCHING  AND  WORKING. 


H.  E.  T. 


Milo  W.  Netherctjtt. 
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we  watching ev-'ry  moment  For  the    coming    of  the  Lord?  Are  we 

2.  Though  to-day  we  may  not  hear  Him,  Though  He  may  not  come  this  year,  Yet  we 

3.  Let      us  then  be  ev  -  er  read  -  y,  To     o  -  bey    the  Spir-it's  call ;     If    we 


Aj-A-f^-f- 


-**-*- 


y-i y-t-- 


-U i U-- 

-p-V—g-E 


P-+ 


v—v-v 


H — s-F- 

-» »- 

-I W- 


-y— ?- 


-6 *. — N — fc — p — N — ^ — *r \ IV — ki — f2 — K 


standing  now  se-cure-ly  On  the  prom-is  -  es  of  God?  Do  we  stand  with 
know  His  lov-ing  kind-ness,  Shall  not  pass  till  He  ap-pear.  Knowing  this,  shall 
sow  be-side  all  wa-ters,  Some  seed  on  good  ground  will  fall.  God  has  giv  -  en 
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loins  well  gird  -   ed,  Do    our  lamps  burn  bright  and  clear?  Could  we  hail  with 
we        be    si  -    lent?  Shall  the  ti-dings     not     be  sent,  That     will  warn  our 

us  the  mes  -  sage,  And  has  touched   our  lips  with  power,  Let  us  now  the 
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joy  the  Saviour,  Should  He  now  to    us  appear?    Are 
friends  of  danger?  That  will  cause  them  to  repent? 
message  car  -  ry  To       the  world  this  very  hour. 
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Lord?         Are     we  watch         ...        ing     and  work    -     ing? 
Are       we     watch  -  ing,     are       we  work    -     ing  ? 
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Are     we       watch  -  ing      for       the     com 
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A  CHARGE  TO  KEEP. 


1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify, 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfill— 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 
To  do  my  Master's  will ! 


3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  Thy  sight  to  live; 
And  oh,  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely,. 
Assured,  if  1  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Wesley,  1767. 
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WHAT  WILL  YOU  DO  WITH  JESUS? 


Nathaniel  Norton. 


May  be  used  as  a  solo. 
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Oh, 
Oh, 
Oh, 
The 
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what  will  you  do  with   Je  -  sus  ?  The  call  comes  low  and  sweet, 

what  will  you  do  with    Je  -  sus?   The  call  comes  loud  and  clear, 

think  of    the  King  of    glo  -  ry,  From  heav'n  to  earth  came  down, 

judg    -  ment  day    is    com  -  ing   And  then  be  -  fore  His  throne, 
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ten    •  der  -  ly      He    bids  you,  Your  burdens  lay  at  His     feet, 

sol    •  emn  words  are  sounding,  In  ev  -   'ry   list  •  en-ing     ear. 

life  so    pure  and    ho  -  ly,    His  death,  His  cross,  and  His  crown. 


You'll  stand  with  those  of  all  nations,  Be  judged  by  deeds  you  have  done. 

>  +  +■  t- 


« — 1>  rs  r- 1  m  I  J^J- 


Oh,     soul          so      sad   and    wea  -  ry,  That  voice  sweetly  speaks  to  thee, 
Im  -  mortal  life's   in      the      question,  And  joy  through  e-ter-ni  -   ty, 
He  looked  on  thee  with  com  -  pas  -  sion,  He  sac-ri-ticed  all      for      thee, 
If        you  have  re  -  ject  -  ed      Je  -  sus,  The  question  will  then  be  changed, 
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Then  what  will  you  do  with  Je    -    sus?  Oh,  what  shall  the  answer   be?* 
Last  V,     For    what      will  Je-sus  do  with  you?  Oh  what  shall  the  answer,  answer  be? 
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Copyrighted,  1895,  by  W.  E.  M.  Hacklkman. 
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What  shall  the  an  -  swer    be  ?  What  shall  the   an  -  swer  be  ? 

What  shall  the  answer  be  ?  What  shall  the  answer  be  ? 

Last V.     What  will  He  do    with  you?  What  will  He    do      with    you? 

What  will  He  do  with  you  ?  What  will  He  do  with  you  ? 
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Oh,  what  will  you  do  with  Je    -     bus  ?  Oh,  what  shall  the  answer  be?" 
Then  what  will  Je  -  6us    do      with   you  ?  Oh,  what  6hall  the  answer,  answer  be  ? 
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RESPONSE. 


S.  F.  92. 
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Hear  our  pray'r,  O   Fa  -  ther,  hear  it,  Grant  Thy  bless  -  ing   here   to  -  day, 
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And  to  Thee  be     all 
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the   glo  -  ry,  Now  and  ev  -  er  -  more.  A-men. 
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74  CLINGING  TO  HIS  PROMISE. 

And  being  fully  persuaded  that,  what  he  had  promised,  he  was  able  also  to  perform. 

Romans  iv  :  21. 

Ida  L.  Reed.  Philip  Phillips,  Mus.  Doc. 


1.  Cling-ing   to  His  promise,  Trusting  in     His    word;        Ev  -  er- more  I'm 

2.  Cling-ing  to  His  promise,  Trusting  more  and  more,  Hid  -  ing  in     His 

3.  Cling-ing  to  His  promise,  Looking  up      to     Him,  Trusting  in     His 
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rest  -  ing,     Rest-ing      in     the      Lord, 
shad-ow       Till  life's  storms  are    o'er, 
guidance  When  the    way     is       dim. 
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Fol  -  low- ing    His  guid-ing, 
List-'ning     to      His  coun-sel, 
Clouds  may  round  me  gath  -  er, 
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Cling  -  ing      to        His    prom  -  ise, 
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Trusting  day  by    dav,         Glad-ly  I'll  go    forward  ;  Love  will  light  the  way 
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Last  song  of  Philip  Phillips,  written  especially  for  Geo.  F.  Rosche,  April  10,  1895. 
Copyrighted,  1695,  by  Geo.  F.  Rosche.    By  per. 
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THE  SUNLIGHT  OF  GOD. 


Mary  B.  Shuss 


1.  The      beautiful  way  unto    heav  -  en,  The  sunlight  of  Je-sus  our   life, 

2.  No      day  is   so  dark  nor  so  clou  -  dy  But  hopes  of  a  brighter  still  glow, 

3.  No     path  seemeth  tedious  nor  rocky  When  holding  a  Saviour's  strong  hand ; 

4.  Tho'  mountains  so  lofty  up-ris  -  ing,  And  tempests  60  mighty  and  strong, 
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To  ra  -  di-ate,  beau-ti-fy,  sweeten,  A  way  full  of  mountains  and  strife. 

In  a  heart  made  so  glad  by  His  promise,  While  Je-sus  His  blessings  bestow. 

The  way  beameth  bright  in  His  presence,  While  traveling  toward  that  blest  land. 

Ap  -     pear-ing  to  frighten,  ap  •  pall  us,  Yet  calmly  we  tread  with  a  song. 


Then  walk  in    the    sun  -  light,  Shin  -  iug    so     brightly,     The 

Then  walk  in    the    sun  -  light, 
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ful     sun-light,  The  beau  -  ti  -    ful  sunlight    of     God. 


WE  ARE  HAPPY  ON  THE  WAY. 

R.  Jayl  Powell. 
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1.  We  are    hap-py  on  the  way  through  this  glad  world,  Join  the  song,  Joia  tbe  song, 

2.  With  our  shield  and  armor  bright  we  stand  in  line,  Join  the  song,  Join  the  song, 

3.  We  can  conquer  but  by  love  in  this  good  fight,  Join  the  song,  Join  the  song, 


happy  throng  (happy  throng) ;  Were  enlisted  for   the  fray  with  flag  unfurled, 
happy  throng  (happy  throng) ;  'Gainst  the  hosts  of  sin  andsatan  we  must  fight, 
happy  throng  (happy  throng)  ;  But  our  Saviour  always  leads  us  in-to  light, 
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And  for      bat  -  tie      we      are    strong. 

But  the      strife  will  not      be      long.     We  will  sing      and  praise  His 

And  to        Him  our  hearts     be  -  long. 
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give    our    hearts    to    Je  •  6U6,  And      be  true,     and  brave,  and  strong. 
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NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 

Lowell  Mason,  1859. 
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1.  Near  -  er,       my     God, 

2.  Tho',  like       the     wan  ■ 

3.  There  let        the     wav 
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E'en  though     it 

Dark  -  ness      be  o 

All       that  Thou  send 

D.  S.  JNear    -    er,    my  God, 
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God, 
God, 
God, 
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to  Thee, 
to    Thee, 


my  song  shall  be, 
my  dreams  I'd  be 
to      beck  -    on    me 
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Near  -  er, 
Near    -    er, 
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WHERE  ARE  YOU  BUILDING. 
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G.  W.  Lyon.     By  per. 


Are  vou  building  on  the  sure  foun-da-tion,  Or  on-ly  on  the  sink-ing  sand  ? 
Tho'  the  tempest  round  you  fiercely  rages,  And  billows  round  you  madly  roar; 
Jesus    is    the   on  -  ly  sure  foun-da-lion,  The  6oul's  secure  a  -  biding  place  ; 
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Are  vou  building  on  the  Rock  Sal-va-tion,  Are  you  sure  your  work  will  stand? 
Firm-lv  an-chored  to  the  Rock  of  A  -  ges,  You  are  safe     for     ev  -  er-more. 
Cling  to  Him  'till  freed  from  earth's  temptation,  Sweetly  rest  in    His  em-brace. 


CHORUS. 
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O,  build  on  the  Rock,  the  ev-er-last-ing  Rock,  The  Rock  Christ  Je-sus  a-lone  ; 
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Our  help    is  se-cure,   on  this  foundation  sure ;  Jesus  Christ  the  corner  stone. 


PRECIOUS  BLOOD  OF  CALVARY. 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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1.  Bless-ed     stream  from  Calv'ry's  hill,  Flowing  free     -     ly,  flow-ing  still, 

2.  Shed,  to     take         my  sin    a  -  way,  Shed,  to  cleanse    me  day    bv    day  ; 

3.  Tho'  the  whole  wide  world  should  come,  At  this  fountain  there  is  room  ; 

4.  When  with  all       the  saints  a-bove,  Saved,  I   sing      re-deem-ing  love, 
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Plunge  me,  Lord,  be-neath  the  tide,  Flowing    from     Thy  riv-en     side. 

Sprink-ling  now  the  mer-cy  seat,  There  I       find     coni-mun-ion  sweet. 

Mil-lions    at  the  cross  I    see,      Yet  He    makes      a  place  for  me. 

Still  the      blood  my  theme  shall  be,  Shed  for  ma    -    ny,  shed  for  me. 
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Pre  -  cious  blood  of  Cal  -    va  -  ry,  Shed    for  ma  -  ny,  shed  for  me, 
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This       my  all 
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vail  -  ing  plea,  Je  -  sus   shed  His  blood  for  me. 
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Copyright.  1894,  by  W.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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BE  OF  GOOD  CHEER. 


G.  VV.  L. 


J.  L.  Moobe.    By  per. 
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With  Vigor 


1.  Soldiers  of      Je  -  sus,     Be  of  good  cheer;  Ready  for  serv  -  ice,  Hav-ing 

2.  Je-sus  your  Cap-  tain,  Valiant  and  true,    Knoweth  the  dangers  You  must 

3.  He   hath  commanded,  Go    in  His  might,    Be  of  good  cour-age,  Bat-tling 
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no  fear.  He  who  commands  you,  Lead  -  eth  the  way,  Brave  -  ly  press 
pass  through.  On  -  ly  be  faith  -  ful,  Trust  in  His  word,  He  will  pro- 
for  right.    Put      on   His       ar  -  mor,  Trust  Him  for     aid,  Yours      is     the 
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on    -   ward,  In    -  to     the    fray.     On   ward,  press  on 

tec    -    tion,  Ev  -    er      af  -  ford. 

prom  -   ise,  Be       not     a  -  fraid.     On  -  ward,    press  on  -  ward,  on-ward,  press 
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On ward,  press 

On-ward,  press  on-ward, 
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BE  OF  GOOD  CHEER.    Concluded. 
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on ward,  'Till  the  last  of 

on    -   ward,  press    on,     'Till  the  last  of 
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the       foe    shall   yield,  shall  yield, 
the       foe    shall   yield,  shall  yield, 
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JESUS,  LOVER  OF  MY  SOUL. 

Charles  Wesley.  S.  B.  Marsh. 
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,     f Je-sus,  lov-er      of     my  soul,     Le   me  to  Thy      bo-som 

'  \  While  the  nearer  waters  roll,  While  the  tempest  still  is 

D.  C.      Safe  in-to  the    haven  guide,  Oh,  receive  my  soul     at 
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last. 
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Hide  me,  O  my  Sav-iour    hide,  'Till  the  storm  of  life  is        past. 


2  Other  refuge  have  I  none, 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  alone, 
Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 
All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 
With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


3  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found; 
Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound  ; 
Make  me,  keep  me,  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 
Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 
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MERCY  AT  THE  CROSS. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Geo.  F.  Kosche. 

,—. 1- 


1.  There  is    mer-cy     at  the  cross  to  -  day,  There  the  sinner's  guilt  is  wash'd  a- 

2.  There's  sal-va-tion   at  the  cross  to  -day,  Weary  sin-ner  throw  our  fears  a- 

3.  There  is  cleansing  at  the  cross  to  -  day,  Be  made  ho  -  ly    on  the  King's  high- 

4.  There's  a  hless-ing  at  the  cross  to  -day,    We  ob  -  tain    it     as  we  watch  and 
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way;  There  is  pardon  pure  and  sweet,  When  we  fall  at  Je-sus'  feet,  There  is 
way;  There  your  precious  Saviour  died  ;  See  His  wounds  are  o-pen  wide,  There  is 
way ;  Give  to  Je-sus  all  your  heart,  Do  not  keep  back  a  -ny  part,  There  is 
pray  ;  As    we   do  the  Mas-ter's  will,  He  His  promise  will  f ul- fill,  There  is 
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cy, 


ruer-cy  at  the  cross  to-day.  There  is  mer    - 

mer-cy  at  the  cross  to-day. 

mer-cy  at  thecrose  to-day. 

mer-cy  at  the  cross  to-day.  There  is  mercy,  there  is  mercy,  There  is 


mercv  at  the  cross. 
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There  is    mer-cy    at  the  cross  to-day.  Ev-'ry  blessing  Christ  will  give 

There  is  mer-cy,  mer-cy  at  the  cross. 
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If    you     on  -  ly  look  and  live,  There  is  mer-  cy    at    the  cross  to  -  day. 
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M.  Warner. 


MY  MOTHER. 

Dedicated  to  T.  H.  Osborn. 
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Milo  W.  Nethercutt. 
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1.  Long  are   the  years,  my    mother  dear,  Since   I,      a     boy,  knelt  by  your 

2.  I    knew  not  then     in     full-est  sense,  Thy  pure  and  no  -  ble  life's  true 

3.  Sweet  niem'ries  of  that  happy  home,  Which  thy  loved  presence  filled  with 

4.  When  God  His  summons  sends  to  me,  And      I     the  mys  -  tic  way  shall 
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side!     Yet  oft      I      fan  -  cy   you    are  near,    As  ere  the  hour      you  died, 
worth,  But  now,  for  thee,    no      re-com-pense,  Is  mine,  while  here  on  earth, 
joy,      Oft'  makes  the  time-worn  man  become,  In  thought,  a  lit  -  tie    boy. 
go,     The  boy  dear  mother,  thou  shalt  see,  Thy  worth  to  him  thou'lt  know. 
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Oh,    mother  dear,     my  mother  dear,  Though  blest  of  God 
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thou  art, 
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Oh,    mother  dear,      my  mother  dear,       I  hold  thee  in 
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LORD  REVIVE  US. 
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Music  and  Chorus  by  R.  H.  McDaniel. 
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1.  Saviour,  vis  -  it  Thy   plan-ta  -  tion,  Grant  us,  Lord,  a  gracious  rain  ; 

2.  Keep  no  longer       at       a     dis-tance,  Shine  up-on       us  from  on  high; 

3.  Surely  once  Thy  garden  flourished,  Every  plant  looked  gay  and  green  ; 

4.  But  a  drought  has  since  succeeded  And     a      sad-der  clime  we  see ; 

■#-•  ■#■    -#-*-#- 


■Ar-H }/r~  H H h /.-  H H 


zH: 


v    V    v 


n   >> 


All  will  come  to  des  -  o  -  la  -  tion, 
Lest  for  want  of  Thy  as-sist  -  ance, 
Then  Thy  word  our  spir-its  nourished, 
Lord,  Thy  help  is    great-ly     need-ed, 


Unless  Thou    re-turn      a-gain. 
Ev-'ry  plant  should  droop  and  die. 
Hap-py  sea  •  sons    we    have  seen. 
Help  can  on  -  ly  come  from  Thee. 
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Oh.  re  -  vive us,  Lord,  re  -  vive us, 

Oh.  re  -  vive  us,  Lord,  revive  us,  Oh,  re-vive  us,  Lord,  revive  us, 
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Come  and  bless us       now,  we     pray  ; 

Come  and  bless  us,  come  and  bless  us  now,  we  pray  ; 
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Wash  us 
Wash  us 
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LORD  REVIVE  US.    Concluded. 
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Take    our 
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sins,  take  our  sins  and    guilt 
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way,  and    guilt     a  -  way. 

n    f\    Is  jN    I 

C\"    1       p 

0      0      9      9      0~\\ 

l*i  \f    \J     J 

1/    1/    k  ' ' 

&•                           II 

*  W  \ 

II 

P    I 

1                               II 

*    U 

1/ 

MAITLAND. 


G.  N.  A. 


G.  N.  Allen. 


Must  Je  -  sus  bear  the  cross  a-lone,    And  all   the  world  go  free? 
How  hap-py  are  the  saints  a-bove,  Who  once  went  sor-r'wing  here  ! 
This  con,-  se  -  cra-ted  cross  I'll  bear,  Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 


No,  there's  a  cross  for    ev  -  'ry  one,     And  there's  a  cross  for     me. 
But  now  they  taste  un-min-gled  lore,    And  joy  with-out    a       tear. 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear,    For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
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CROWN  HIM. 


Ida  Scott  Taylor. 


Geo.  F.  Kosche. 


ver      all      na  -  tions  vie 


/  Crown  Him,  crown  Him! 

(Crown  Him,  crown  Hiin !     tell    of      His  king-dom    all 


to  -  nous, 
glo  -  rious, 

9      (Crown  Him,  crown  Him!     now  and    for  -  ev    -  er       a    -    dure     Him, 
\  Crown  Him,  crown  Him  !     ye     who  have  wan-dered,  im  -  plore     Him, 
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Shout  ho  -  6an    •  na !  Je    -  sus 

Raise  the  stan  -  dard,  ev    -   er 

Lo,  He  com    -  eth  !  glad  -  ly 

Seek  His  par  -  don,  lie      will 


has    come 

His     cause 

the      news 

vour    souls 


to 


re     -    claim 
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Laud  Him  !  praise  Him,  join  in  the  might-  y      cho  -  rus,      Joy  -  ful    sing    the 
Hail  Him  !  bless  Him  !  worship  and  fall  be  -  fore  Him,     Joy- ful    sing    the 
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CHORUS, 


song   with    its    glad     re  -   frain.  1    p  tj.  tt-      ■  i_-      ,i 

•*u     •*       i   j  t    •      r  Crown  Him,  crown  Him    worship  the 

song    with    its   glad     re  -  train.  J  '  ^ 
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King  of  sal-  va-tion,  Shout  ho-san-na!     Je -sus  has  come  to      reign. 
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BEAUTIFUL  LAND  OF  GOD. 
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Mrs.  T.  F.  W. 


Mrs.  T.  F.  Woody. 


1.  There's  a  beau-ti  -  ful   land  of 

2.  Oh,       beau  -  ti  -  ful  land  of 

3.  Oh,       beau-ti-  ful  land  of 


God,  Where  Jesus  rules  a  -  bove; 
God,  Sweet  land  of  rest  a  -  bove ; 
God,     Oh,  Beau-lah  land  so       free; 
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There  all     the  faith  -  ful 

Where  all      i9     joy     and 

A     home    so  bright  and 


come  To  dwell  with  Him  in 

peace.       And  ev    -    er  -  last  -  in* 


fair, 


r         love. 

Prepared     for  you     and      me. 


Oh,     beau        -  ti  -  ful  land  of  God !  Oh,  beau        -      ti-ful      land    of 

Oh,     beautiful,  beautiful    land  of  God  !  Oh,  beautiful,  beautiful      land    of 
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God!  Oh,  beau-ti-ful  land  of  God!....        Prepared  for  you  and    me. 
God  !  Oh,  beautiful,  beautiful  land  of  God  !  Prepared  for  you  and     me. 
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T.  H.  Osboen. 


ONLY  A  CLOUD. 


N     ?s 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  On-  ly   a  cloud  that  so  dark-ens    my  way;  Only  a  cloud  that  comes 

2.  On  -  ly   a  cloud  when  perplexed  and  distressed ;  Only  a  cloud  when  my 

3.  On  -  ly  a  cloud,  though  the  tempest  is  high  ;  Only  a  cloud,  when  the 
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o'er  me  to-day ;  Soon  will  the  sunshine  of  heaven  ap-pear,  Though  the 
soul  is  oppressed  ;  Bright  is  the  sun-light  of  glo  -  ry  di-vine,  Praise  the 
danger  seems  nigh  ;  Jesus  commands,  and  the  waves  sink  to  rest,    On  -  ly 
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REFRAIN. 


cloud  lowers,  God's  sunshine  is  near. 

dear  Saviour,  that  sunlight   is  mine,     On-  ly   a  cloud,  see  it  now  dis-ap- 

be-lieve,  and  your  soul  shall  be  blest. 
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I'll  fear ;  S 
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pear ;  Only  a  cloud,  then  no  danger  I'll  fear  ;  Soon  with  bright  augels  a- 
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ONLY  A  CLOUD.    Concluded. 
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ly     at  home. 


bove  them  I'll  roam,  Ev-  er  -  more  rest  -  ing    se  -  cure  -  ly     at  home. 
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JESUS  OUR  SHEPHERD. 


Joseph  Addison 


C.  V. 


1.  The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  pre-pare,  And  feed  me  with  a  Shepherd's  care-, 

2.  When  in  the   sul  -  try  glebe  I  faint,  Or    on     the  tbirsty  mountains  pant, 

3.  Tho'  in     the  paths  of  death  I  tread,  With  gloomy  horrors   o-  ver  -  spread ; 
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His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply,  And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
To  fer  -  tile  vales  and  dew  -  y  meads  My  wea-ry  wand'ring  steps  He  leads, 
My  steadfast  heart  shall  fear  no  ill,   For  Thou,  O  Lord,  art   with  me  still ; 
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My  noon  -  day  wakls  He  shall  at -lend,  And  all  my  midnight  hours  de-fend. 
Where  peaceful,  riv  •  ers,  soft  and  slow,  A  -  mid  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid,  And  guide  me  thro'  the  dreadful  shade. 
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LIFE'S  RAILWAY  TO  HEAVEN. 

{Respectfully  dedicated  to  the  railroad  men.) 

M.  E.  Abbey.  Charlie  D.  Tillman. 

SOLO  OR  DUET.    Tempo  ad  lib. 
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Life  is  like  a  mountain  railroad,  "With  an  en-gin-eer  that's  brave; 
You  will  roll  up  grades  of  tri-al  ;  You  will  cross  the  bridge  of  strife  ; 
You  will  oft  -  en  find  obstructions  ;  Look  for  storms  of  wind  and  rain  ; 
As     you    roll    a  -  cross    the  tres-tle,  Spanning  Jordan's  swelling  tide, 
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We  must  make  the  run  success-ful,  From  the    era  -  die     to  the  grave  ; 
See  that  Christ  is  your  conduc-tor    On    this  lightning  train  of   life; 
On      a      fill,    or  curve,  or  tres-tle,  They  will   al-most  ditch  your  train. 
You  be-  hold  the  Un  -ion    Depot    In  -  to   which  your  train  will  glide; 
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Watch  the  curves,  the  fills,  the  tunnels 
Al  -  ways  mind-ful  of  ob-struction, 
Put  your  trust  a  -  lone  in  Je  -  sus  ; 
There  you'll  meet  the  Superintendent, 


-*-.    -4-  '        -&- 

Nev-er   fal  -  ter,   nev  -  er  quail ; 
Do  your  du  -  ty,    nev  -  er   fail ; 
Nev-er    fal  -  ter,  nev  -  er    fail ; 
God  the  Fa-ther,  God  the   Son, 


Keep  your  hand  up-on  the  throttle,  And  your  eye  up -on  the  rail. 
Keep  your  hand  up-on  the  throttle,  And  your  eye  up  -  on  the  rail. 
Keep  your  hand  up-on  the  throttle,  And  your  eye  up-on  the  rail. 
With  the  heart  -  y,   joy-  ous  plaudit,  "Wea-ry  pil-grim,  welcome  home." 
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Where  the  an  -  gels   wait  to    join    us    In  Thy  praise  for  ev  -  er  -  more. 
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HUMILITY. 


W.   T.    GlFFK. 
P    L.egato 


W.  T.  G. 


1.  Fa     -  ther,     I     come    to     Thee,  In  my     hu  -mil  -   i  -   ty; 

2.  Thro'  de-vious  ways  I've   trod,    Break  •  ing    the    laws     of    God ; 

3.  In  Je  -  sus'   ho    -   ly    name,  Thy        mer  -  cy   now      I    claim  -, 

4.  Then  will      I     love    and  bless     the         Son     of    Righteous-ness, 


'9' 

Out  of        mv      mis    -    er    -     y,  To      Thee      I  cry. 

Now         by      Thy    chast  -  'ning     rod,       Low        am       I  bowed. 

Wash      me     from      ev    -     'ry      stain      That       sin     hath  made. 

And         all      my       bit    -     ter  -   ness     Shall     turn      to  joy. 
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92  OH,  WHY  NOT  BE  SAVED  TODAY? 

"Arise,  He  calleth  thee."— Mabk  10:  49. 


Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 
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J.  H.  Hall. 
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1.  Come  to    the  Sa-vior,  come,  soul,  to  -  day  !  Trust  in    His  grace  and  live  ; 

2.  Je  -    sus  has  wrought  conviction  with-iu,    Now   is     sal  -  va-tion's  hour. 

3.  Why  should  you,  sinner,  long-er    de-lay  ?  Why  should  you  slight  His  love  ? 
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Turn  not   unsaved  from  Je-sus    away,    And  He  will  your  sins     forgive. 
Read  -  y       is    God  to  par-don  your  sin,  And  read-  y      His  cleansing  power. 
Why  not  accept  His  grace  and  be  saved  ?  And  why  not  His    mer  -  cy  prove  ? 
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Oh,  why  not  be  saved  to-day  ?       Turn  not  from  the  Sa-vior  a-way ; 

to-day  ?  a  -  way 
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Enter  mercy's  gate  ere  it  be  too  late!  Oh,  why  not  be  saved  today  ? 
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Mrs.  T.  F.  W 

Lively. 


Mrs.  T.  F.  Woody. 


1.  Oh,  do  you  not  long  for  that  beautiful  home?  That  home  so  bright  and  fair  ; 

2.  Oh,  sinner  do  come  to  that  beautiful  home,  That  home  so  fair  and  bright; 

3.  Oh,  why  not  accept  Him,  poor  sinner,  just  now,  And  live  with  Him  above  ; 
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For  Je-sus  is  waiting,  yes  waiting  for  you,  He's  waiting  to  welcome  you  there. 
Our  Saviour  is  waiting  to  welcome  you  now,  To  take  you  where  there  is  no  night. 
Our  Saviour  is  waiting  to  welcome  you  home,  To  heaven  where  all  will  be  love. 
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CHORUS. 
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Come  home, 
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Come  home, 
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come  home, 
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Yee,  Je  -  sus   is   calling,  come  home ; 
come  home, 
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Come    home 
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come  home,  Oh,  sinner,  He's  calling  for  thee. 

Come  home,         come  home,  come  home. 
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PAPA,  COME  THIS  WAY. 


M.  E.  W.  By  per.     Mrs.  M.  E.  Willson.     Arr.  by  Alfred  Bierly. 

A  fisherman  gets  lost  in  the  fog  ;  his  little  child  called  from  the  shore,  "  Come  this  way,"  and 
guided  by  the  voice,  he  reached  home  in  safety.  So,  unsaved  and  lost  fathers,  listen  to  the  little 
voices  from  the  heavenlv  shore,  calling,  "  Papa,  come  this  wav." 
DUET.  ^         \ 
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1.  A      lit  -  tie  child  -  ish  voice   is  still'd,  Two  lit  -  tie    i    -    die  hands  are 

2.  I'm  sure  my  dar  -  ling     is     at    rest,  With-in     the  ten  -  der  Shep-herd's 

3.  Wher-e'er    I  go,     that  voice  I  hear,    As    tho'  my  dar -ling  could  not 
ORGAN. 
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crossed ;  Two  lit  -  tie  eyes  for  -  ev  -  er  closed,  The  sound  of 
fold ;  He  took  him  from  this  sin  -  ful  world,  He  shields  him 
rest;        Uu  -  til        I      give       my     heart      to     Him,     Who    died      to 
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pat  -   t'ring    feet       is    lost,  A       lit 

from        its      blast   and  cold ;         But    how 
save        and    make    me  blest,        And     so 
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tie  form  from  out  our 
I  miss  the  lov  -  ing 
it    ech    -  oes         in       my 


home,    Was  borne      by    lov    -    ing     hands     a  -  way ;     But      still       I 
kiss,       And     oh!      my  long    -    ing      heart     is     sore;  Then     comes  that 
heart,    And    thro'     the  cham  -  bers        of      my    soul ;     I'll        not      re- 
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Froni  "  Shower  of  Gospel  Songs,"  by  per. 


PAPA  COME  THIS  WAY.    Concluded. 
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seem         to  hear   a    voice  With-in  ray  heart,   it    says  each  day, 

lit     -   tie  pleading  voice,    It  genfrly  whis-pers  o'er  and  o'er, 

sist      that  pleading  voice,  I'll  go    to      Je  -  sus  and      be  whole, 
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"'Pa-pa,  come  this   way, 
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Pa -pa,  come  this  way," 
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calls   from 
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shore,  "  Pa  -  pa    come 
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Doddridge,  1755. 


HOW  GENTLE. 
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1.  How  gen    -    tie      God's  commands!  How  kind    His     pre   -  cepts  are!  Come, 

2.  Be  -  neath     His    watch  -  ful    eye,     His  saints     se  -  cure  -    ly  dwell.  That 

3.  His  good  -  ness    stands  ap-proved,  Unchanged  from    day        to    day  !  I'll 
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cast     your   bur  -    den   on          the  Lord,  And  trust      His  con  -  stant  care, 

hand  which  bears     ere  -  a     -     tion  up,     Shall  guard    His  chil  -  dren  well, 

drop      my     bur   -  den    at          His  feet.     And  bear       a  song       a  -  way. 

U                    _   I                _   1               b^  .             ._  I  U    , 


-fr-  K       fr 


SOMETIME,  SOMEWHERE.  96 

Chaklie  D.  Tillman. 
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1.  Un    -  an-swered  yet? 

2.  Un  -  an-swered  yet? 
an-swered  yet? 
an-swered  yet? 


3.  Un 

4.  Un 


The  pray'r  your  lips  have  plead  •  ed 
Tho'  when  you  first  pre  -  sent  -  ed 
Nay,  do  not  say  un  -  grant  -  ed  : 
Faith   can  -  not      be       un   -  an  -  swered 


In        ag    -    o- 
This     one     pe- 
Per  -  haps   your 
Her     feet    were 


ny       of  heart  these  many     years  ? 
ti   -   tion   at   the  Fa-ther's  throne, 

Eart    is      not  yet  whol-ly      done ; 
nn  -  ly  plant  -  ed    on    the    Rock ; 


Does   faith    he   -  gin       to     fail,     is    hope  de- 
It   seemed  you  could    not  wait    the  time  of 
The  work     be  -    gan  when  first  your  pray'r  was 
A  -  mid      the    wild  -  est  storms  she  stands  un- 
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And  think  you  all       in     vain  those    fall  -  ing    tears?  Say   not   the 

So    ur  -  gent    was    your  heart     to     make    it    known.  Tho'  years  have 
And  God  will    fin   -   ish   what     He     has      be    -  gun.  If    you    will 

Nor  quails  be  -  fore     the    loud-  est     thun-der    shock.  She  knows  Om- 
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Fa  -  ther    hath    not  heard  your  pray'r  ;  You  shall  have  your  de-sire    some-time,  some- 
passed  since  theu,  do      not      de-spair;  The  Lord  will  an-swer   you    some-time,  some- 
keep    the      in  -  cense  burn  -  ing   there,   His    glo  -  ry    you  shall  see,    some-time,  some- 
nip   -   o     tence    has  heard    her   pray'r,  And  cries,"  It  shall  be  done, "some-time,  some- 


where, You  shall      have    your 

where,  The  Lord       will     "an 

where,  His  glo     -     ry       yon 

where,  And  cries,    "It       shall 


de    -    sire,     some  -  time,  some  -  where, 

swer     you      some  -  time,  some  -  where, 

shall     see,     some  -  time,  some  -  where, 

be     done,"  some  -  time,  some  -  where. 
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WHERE  HE  LEADS  I'LL  FOLLOW.  97 

W.  A.  Ogden. 


1 .  Sweet  are     the  prom  -  is   •  es,  Kind    is     the  word,  Dear  -  er  far   than 

2.  Sweet    is      the    ten  -  der   love    Je  -  sus  has  shown,  Sweet-er  far    than 

3.  List     to     His    lov  •  ing  words,  "Come  un-to     me,"  Wea  -  ry,  heav-y 
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an  -  y      mes-  sage  man     ev  -  er  heard  ;    Pure  was  the  mind    of  Christ, 
an  -   y      love  that  mor  -  tals  have  known  ;  Kind  to     the    err  -  ing    one, 
lad  -  en,  there    is    sweet  rest    for    thee  ;    Trust  in     His   prom-  is   -  es, 

3£    ^    -ff: 


Sin  -  less     I     see  ;     He    the  great  ex  -  am-ple    is,  and    pat  -  tern  for  me. 

Faith-ful     is    He;     He   the  great  ex  -  am-ple    is,  and    pat -tern  forme. 

Faith-f  ul  and  sure  ■,  Lean  up  -  on   the  Saviour,  and  thy  soul     is  se-cure. 
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Where He  leads  I'll      fol         -  low, 

Where  He  leads  I'll  fol  -  low,  Where  He  leads  I'll    fol-low, 
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low  all  the  way. 
Follow  all  the  way,  yes,  follow  all  the  way. 


Follow  Je-sus  ev-'rv  dav. 


Copyrighted,  by  W.  A.  Ogden.    By  per. 
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BETTER  THAN  GOLD. 


Unknown. 
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MiloW.  Nethercutt. 
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S-      If, 

Cast  thy  bread  up-on  the  waters ; 
Ev'ry  tear  that's  stayed  from  falling, 
Ev'ry  stream  of  kind  -  ness  flow-ing^ 
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Pleading,  hung  -  ry  at  your  feet, 
Is  a        dia     -    mond  for  your  crown  ; 
Stays  some  feet  that  sin-ward  roam  ; 
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High,  or  hum    -    ble,  King  or  cotter, — Char-i  -  ty's  returns  are  sweet. 

Oh,  the  cease  -  less,  cease-less  calling      Of  the  dear        ones  trampled  down ! 
Ev'-ry     lamp  of  mer-cy  glow-ing,  Guides  some  stray-ing  brother  home. 
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By     a     word,        if    fit  -  ly  6poken,     How-e'er     sim    -   pie  it  may  be, 
But  for  those  whose  strength  is  given      To  the    shield  -  ing  of  the  weak, 
Nature  opes       her  veins  to  nourish     Vines  of      truth,  where'er  they  run, 
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Oft     a  chain         of  sin  isbrok-en,  And  the  fet 

Storms  are  stilled  ;  the  clouds  are  riven  :   Zephyrs    chant 
And  a  thou  -     sand  blossoms  flour-isn,  Pressing    in 
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tered  slave  is  free. 

and  sunbeams  speak. 

the  track  of  one. 
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BETTER  THAN  GOLD.    Concluded. 

CHORUS.     ,  |        -  J 

-PS-| 


99 


Cast  thy    bread     up-on  the  wa-ters, 


Moaning  sea         or  dimpled  burn- 
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These  are      all  His  sons  and  daughters,  Give,  nor  question  the  return. 
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LIGHT  IN  DARKNESS. 


Mrs.  L.  Gould. 


Milo  W.  Nethercutt. 


1.  Why  should  we  grope  our  weary  way,    In     gloomy  shades    of  night? 

2.  Here  clouds  may  gather  when  'tis  day  ;  No  sunshine    may     be  seen  ; 

3.  The  darkest  hour  of  earth'R  drear  night  Was  that  up  -  on      the  cross; 

4.  The  cru  -  ci  -  fied    Re-deem  -  er  lives,  To  come  and  claim  His  right; 


& 


^^^^zr|zz:fz=|zz:f=r5_tf_^zz» 


— ^— | —  t^-i J 


/rs 


— \ — « 
-# — * 


— :z^ 


0 


-m — 


-N 


i 


»-*- 


feS 


r  r*E 

'Tis  but      a     step     to    cloud-less  day,      If       we    will  seek      His    light. 
But  sud  -  den    as     the  Iight-ning's flash,  How  bright  its  rays      be  -  tween. 
But  heaven  was  then,  in    roer-  cy  hright,  Re-deem-ing      man  from  loss. 
When  He  supreme  shall  reign    a  -  lone,  There  shall  be     no     more   night. 
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SOME  MOTHER'S  CHILD. 


TENOR  and  ALTO. 


(solo  ok  duet.) 

With  Expression. 


Chablie  D.  Tillman. 
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At  home 
And  when 
No  mat 
That  head 


'1 

or     a   -   way, 

I   see      those 

ter  how  deep 

hath  been  pil    - 


in     the     al  -    ley        or  street,  Where 
o'er  whom  long  years  have  rolled,  Whose 

he      is  sunk  -  en  in     sin,        No 

lowed  on  ten  -  der    -    est  breast,  That 


er    I    chance  in  this  wide  world  to  meet     A  girl  that  is 

have  grown  hardened,  whose  spirits  are  cold,      Be     it    woman 

ter  how    much         he  is  shunned  by  his  kin,    No      mat  -  ter 


ev 

hearts 

mat 

form  hath  been  wept  o'er,  those  lips  have  been  pressed,  That  soul  hath 
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thoughtless,  or  a  boy   that   is   wild,    My  heart  echoes  soft   -  ly, 

all    fall  -  en,  or  man  all     de  -  filed,    A      voice         whispers  sad  -  ly, 
how  low  is  his  standard  of    joy,      Though  guilt  -  y  and   loathsome, 
been  prayed  for  in  tones  sweet  and  mild ,  For  her      sake  deal  gen  -  tly 
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"  It     is  some  moth 

"  It     is  some  moth 

he      is  some  moth 

with    some  moth 


er's  child," 
er's   child," 
er's  boy, 
er's  child, 


My  heart 
A  voice 
Though  guilt 
For     her 


ech  -  oes  soft  -  ly, 

whispers  sad  -  ly, 

y  and  loath-some, 

sake   deal  gen  -  tly 
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SOME  MOTHER'S  BOY.    Concluded. 
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"  It      is  some  mother's  child." 

"  It      is  some  mother's  child."     Some  mother's  child,  some  mother's 

he      is  some  mother's  hoy. 

with  some  mother's  child. 
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child,      My  heart   ech  -  oes  soft  -  ly,  •'  It        is  some  mother's  child." 
child,       A    voice  whisp-ers   sad  -  ly,  "  It        is  some  mother's  child." 
boy,     Though  guilt-y  and  loathsome,     he         is  some  mother's  boy. 
child,     For    her    sake   deal  gen  -  tly       with      some  mother's  child. 
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GUIDE  AND  GUARD. 

"  I  will  guide  thee."— Ps.  32  :  8. 
Not  too  Fast. 
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1.  Bless-ed  Je- sus,  guide  my  feet,     Fill     me  with  Thy   blessing  sweet, 

2.  Bless-ed  Je  -  sus,  take    my  heart,  Take,  oh,  take  my    sin  -  f  ul  heart, 

3.  Bless-ed  Je- sus,  guide  my  feet,     Fill     me  with  Thy   blessing  sweet, 
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Lead  me  by    Thy  lov  -  ing  hand,  Guide  me    to    the    bet 

Tho'     I  wan  -  der  far       a  -  way,  Thou    wilt  hear  me  as       I    pray. 

Guide  and  guard  me  day  bv  dav.  Lest       I     go   from  Thee  as  -  tray. 
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From  "  Echoes  of  Zion,"  by  per. 
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Arr.  by  Rev.  J.  H.  W. 
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JESUS  IS  PASSING  BY. 

"Jesus  passed  by."— John  9 :  L 


Rev.  J.  H.  Weber. 
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1.  "Je    -   sus      is      pass  -  ing,"    the   blind  man  was  told,     "Who     by      the 

2.  "  Je   -   sus,   my    Sav  -  iour,    have  mer  -  cy     on      me !      O    -  pen     my 

3.  "  Je   •   sus     is      pass  -  ing,"     if,      feel  -  ing  your  need,     Ear  -  nest     en- 


way  •  side  was    beg-ging      of       old,     Wish  -  ing    that    Je    -   sus     his 
eyes    and  from  sin     set        me    free ;  Help  -  less     and     need  -  y,        I 
treat  -  ies     He    sure-  Iv       will  heed ;     If        you     but      ask    Him,  your 
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sight  would  unfold,  Je- sus  is  pass-ing  by. 
come  un  -  to  Thee,  Je-sus  is  pass-ing  by." 
soul  shall  be  freed,  Je-  sus  is  pass-ing  bv. 
_     _     J.  -*-:-*-  J» 


Je  -  sus  is  pass  -  ing,  He's 
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pass-ing  this  way,  Je  -  sus     is     pass-ing     by ;       Thou  Son     of      Da  -  vid, 
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By  per.  Rev.  J.  H.  Webur. 


sus      is       pass  -  ing      by. 
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SINCE  I  TRUSTED  HIM. 
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Words  Arr.  by  C.  S.  B. 


C.  Seymour  Eullock. 
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1.  Once  I  thought  I  walked  with  Je-sus, 

2.  Then  He  called  me  closer   to   Him, 

3.  Now    I  trust  Him  ev'-ry    mo-  ment, 

#••#  -r*  -r*  -r*  #    -r* 


Yes,  such  changeful  feelings  had  ; 

Bade  my  doubting,  fearing  cease; 

He  my  soul  does  sat  -  is  -   f  y  ; 
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Sometimes  trusting,  sometimes  doubting,  Sometimes  joyful,  sometimes  sad. 
And  when   I    had    ful  -  ly  yield-ed,  Filled  me  with  His  perfect  peace. 

And     in    time  of    sor-est    tri  -  als,  To     His  lov-ing  arms  I      fly. 


9ifc 


r=* 


^ 


-0 0-1-0— & »- 

P       J       >,     |     ^ 


p-i-*_*_«_*_*-  =^^ 


tr^ti  |».|§  |cji 


y  ^  V  V  V 


I 


CHORUS. 


.    ...  U' 


fcri=$= 


tz£-= 


a P — K-i—k 


=RF 


s 


Peace    in  Him  there  was  for  me,  Peace      I     nev  -  er  knew  be  -  fore  : 

2nd  Cho.  Wond'rous  peace  that  Jesus  gave,     Peace       I     nev  -  er  knew  be -fore; 
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And      my  way  would  brighter  be,  Did      I      on  -  ly  trust  Him  more. 

And      my  way  has   brigh-ter    been     Since      I     trust-ed  Him  the    more. 
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LAUNCH  OUT  INTO  THE  DEEP. 


"  Now  •when  he  had  left  speaking,  he  said  unto  Simon,  Launch  out  into  the  deep,  and  let 
down  your  nets  for  a  draught." — Luke  5:  4. 

Mrs.  L.  M.  Beat,  Bateman.        QUARTET.  A.  F.  Myers. 

Duet.    Andante.    Quartette.  Duet.  Quartette. 
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Dark  tho'  the  wa  -  ters      be, 
Fear-less  -  ly  leave    the     shore, 
Je   -   sus  thy  pray'r  doth  hear, 


Launch  out,  launch  out. 
Launch  out,  launch  out, 
Launch  out,  launch  out, 
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tho'  wa    -   ters  be 
the  shore,  the  shore, 
doth  hear,  doth  hear, 
Quartette. 
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Trust  in      the  Mas   -   ter's     hand, 
Know-eth    the  Mas  -    ter       well 
Then  when  thy  strength  shall  fail. 


Rul  -  ing  the  storm    -    y      sea, 

Where   is    the   great   -  est     store, 

He    will     in  might       ap  -  pear. 


IS_  ^j*i_Jj#_  -f-' 


■#■-#•    ■+-•#■ 


□= 


*=*3i 


-^r 


-^T" 


0 0 — 0-S- 


the    storm  -  y     sea, 

the    great  -  est   store, 

in    might     ap  -  pear, 


Tho'  thou  hast  toil'd  in  vain. 
Vain  tho'  it  seems  to  thee, 
Trust-ing    where'er    thou    be, 
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in    vain,  in    vain, 

to    thee,  to    thee, 

thou  be,  thou  be, 
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Cast    in    thy    net  a  -   gain. 

Row  for    the   deep    -    er      sea. 

He    will    a  -  bide      with    thee. 
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All  the  r.ight  long  hast  thou  labor'd  in  vain,  To  the  deep  launch  out    a    -   gain, 
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From  "Search  Light,"  by  per. 
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Cast  in  thy  net  as  the  Mas-ter  has  said,  And  it  shall  not  be  in     vain. 


I  LOVE  TO  THINK  OF  HEAVEN. 


H.  M.  S. 


A.  B.  WOOLVERTON. 


Not  too  Slow. 
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1.  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  That  unseen  world  above,  Where  endless  life  is 

2.  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  The  prospect  cheers  my  soul,  Where  endless  day  is 

3.  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  Mv  Father's  house  on  high,  When  hereby  tempest 
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giv  -  en  And  Je  -  bus  reigns  in  love.      I     love  its  pearl  -  y     mansions,     I 
dawning,  And  life's  pure  waters  roll.       I     love  the  song    of  prais  -  es  Which 
driv  -en,  And  darkness  veils  the  sky.      I     love  my  dear-est      Je  -  sua,  Who 
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love  its  gates  of  gold,  The  jasper  throne  of  Jesus  Most  glo-rious    to   be-hold. 
saints  and  angels  sing,  It  fills  my  heart  with  rapture,  To  hear  their  voices  ring, 
smiles  and  bids  me  come,  And  rest  upou  His  bosom — I  love,    I    love  my  home. 
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LET  US  SING. 


E.  S.  Hanna. 


W.  A.  Ogden. 
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1.  Let     us  sing,  glad  -  ly  sing,    To  our    SaT  •  iour  and  King,  Let     us 

2.  Come  and  join  in    the   song    Of   the  worshiping     throng,  Come  and 

3.  Then  our  off'rings  we'll  bring  Un  -  to    Je  -    sus    our  King,  Lay      it 
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praise  Him  with  song  to-day  ; 
work  in  Hi6  serv  -  ice  sweet 
down  at  His  bless  -  ed   feet ; 
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Join    in  prais  -  es    so  sweet,  The  old 
Then  around  the  white  throne,When  yonr 
And  we'll  crown  Him  to-day    In  our 


v-v- 


-9&9—X-9 — »- 


H — F-  -# — HP — 9 — 9 #— » — 


i 


fcs 


d: 


1 


PF 


t—*^)-. 


sto    -    ry        re  -  peat,  While    we    car    -  ol      our       ope  -  ning  lay. 
work     here      is      done,  You    shall  stand  in       His     love     com-plete. 
hearts  while  we      may,  And      His  love     in       our    songs      re  -  peat. 


I  I  1 


£$*=* 


F=-!§£ 


*=% 


-& 


1 


CHORUS.  S 


Let     us     sing, prais-es     b 
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LET  US  SING.    Concluded. 
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Lord      and   King,       Join      in      prai  -  ses        so      sweet,  All      the 
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sto  -  iy      re  -  peat,  While   we      car   -   ol    our       opening        lay. 
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Response  to  prayer. 
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PRAYER. 


c.  V.  s. 
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Fa    -    ther 


Heav'n, 
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NEARER  TO  THEE. 


Jessie  H.  Brown. 

SOLO. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


1.  Back  from  the  long  a  -  go,      Distant  and    dim,    Breathing  a  warning  low, 

2.  Oft      in     an  hour  of  bliss  Comes  the  re-frain,    Bid  -  ding  me   find  in  this, 

3.  Thus    let     me  dai  -  ly    rise  Near  -  er  Thy  throne,  Nearer  the  lasting  prize 
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Comes    a  sweet  hymn  ;  Fraught  with  my  childhoodareams,  Is     it    for  me; 

Heav  -  en  -  ly   gain  ;    E'en         in    my  griefs  I    say  :         Fa  -  ther,  I  flee 

Kept   for  Thine  own;    E'en  when  Death's  heralds  come,  Lord,  may  they  be 
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Sa-cred  and  tender  seemu,  "  Near  -  er    to   Thee;" — "Still  all  my  song  shall  be 
Out    of  this  clouded  way,      Near  -  er   to    Thee  ; —  "  So  by  my  woes  to    be 
An-gelg    to   lead    me  home,  Near  -  er    to   Thee; —   "Angels   to  beck-on  me, 
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Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,    Neavcr  to  Thee. 
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THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD. 
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Rev.  J.  P.  Daugherty. 
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Milo  W.  Netherctjtt. 
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1.  The     Lord        is     my      Shep  -  herd,    I         know     He      is      true, 

2.  The     Lord        is     my      Shep-  herd,  What  more       do       I      need? 

3.  The     Lord        is     my      Shep  -  herd,  He       lead    -  eth     me    still 
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He      cares        for  the      sheep,  though  the      wolves  may  pur    -    sue; 
Down  by  the  still        wa     -     ters    my      steps      He  doth       lead 

In        sure      paths  of       right  -  eous-ness,      whith   -  er    He       will; 
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They   rest        in  green      past    -    ures  se   -    cure,  I     am        told, 

I        drink       at     the        fount  -  ain    of        love    where  I'm        told, 
And    still         in    His       name     >    I     am       faith    -    ful  -  ly         told, 
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er    shall      want    while  I  keep       in      the       fold. 
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110  SABBATH  MORNING  BELLS. 

Mrs.  C.  G.  Goodwin.  Kev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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1.  Ho  -  ly    Sabbath,  hap-py    morning!  Joy-ful-ly    the  belta  we   hear; 

2.  Ho  -  ly    Sabbath!  glad  young  voices,  Welcome  us  with  joy-ous   song, 

3.  Basking     in     the   ho  -  ly     ra-diance,  of  this    blessed  Sab-bath  moru, 
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Sweet-ly    pealing,     gen  •  tly     call-ing      Us   to  praise  and    prayer. 
While  the   a  -  ged     heart  re  -  joi  -  ces,  With  the  youthful     throng — 
May    the   blessod      an  -  gels  keep    us,    Tiil    an  -  oth  -  er      dawn. 
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Ev  -  er  say-ing,  Time  is  fleet-ing,  As  it  floats  up  -  on  the  air, 
May  the  light  of  this  blest  morning  Ev-'ry  youthful  heart  il  •  lume, 
And  when  earth's  best,  purest  love-light,  Fadeth  from  our  sight  a  -  way, 
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Comes  the  dear  fa  -  mil  -  iar  greeting,  Call-ing  us  to  prayer, 
With  a  cheer-ful  sa  -  cred  presence,  That  shall  banish  gloom. 
May     our  ris  -  en      Sa  -  vior  take  us       To   His     endless      day. 
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JESUS,  LEAD  ME  ALL  THE  WAY.  Ill 

Levi  White.  Levi  White. 
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Je  -  sus,  take  me  by  the  hand, 
When  dark  clouds  hang  over  me, 
When  by  Sa  -  tan  sore  oppressed, 
When  this  life's  brief  day  is  o'er, 
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Lead  me    to      the    bet  -  ter  land, 
And  Thy  hand    I     can  -  not  see, 
Fold  me    to      Thy   lov-ing  breast, 
I       will  sing      on    yon  bright  shore, 

0-±~0 #^ . | 


-0^0 


u   u 


1 


■.tt.f\,\  I 


Where  the  ang  -  el    harp-ers  stand,  Lead  me,  Je  -  sus,  all  the  way. 

I     will  trust,  dear  Lord,  in  Thee,  Lead  me,  Je  -  sus,  all  the  way. 

Give   my    wea  -  ry    spir  •  it    rest,  Lead  me,  Je  -  sus,  all  the  way. 

With  the  loved  ones  gone  be  -  fore,  Lead  me,  Je  -  sus,  all  the  way. 
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Lead  me,    Je  -  sus,  lead  me,   Je  -  sus,    Lead  me    by      Thy  lov  -  ing  hand  ; 
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Lead  me,    Je  -  sus,  lead   me,   Je  -  sus,    Lead   me    to      that  shining  land. 
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WHAT'S  THE 


NEWS? 

C.  Seymour  Bullock. 


Whene'er  we  meet,  we  always  say,    "  What's  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  ?  " 

lie  took    my  sor  -  rows  all    a  -  way,  That's  the  news!  that's  the  news ! 
And  now,    if       anyone  should  say,  "  What's  the  news?  what's  the  news  ?  " 
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Pray  what's  the  ti-dings  of  the  day?  What's  the  news?  what's  the  news? 
He  turned  my  dark-ness  in  -  to  day,  That's  the  news  !  that's  the  newsl 
Oh,    tell  them  I've  be-gun    to  pray,   That's  the     news  !  that's    the  news  ! 
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Well,   I  have  bless-ed  news     to    tell,      My  Saviour  hath  done  all  things  well, 
Oh,  yes,  He  saves  me  now,     I  know,     His  blood  now  cleanseth  white  as  snow, 
That  I  have  joined  the  conquering  band,  And  now  with  joy  at  God's  command, 
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He  trampled  o  -  ver  death  and  hell!  That's  the  news!  that's  the  news! 
His  matchless  love,  my  life  shall  show,  That's  the  news!  that's  the  news! 
I'm  marching  to  the  promised  land,     That's  the  news  !     that's  the  news ! 


COMING,  LORD,  TO  THEE. 
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1.     I       have    wan  -  dered    far 

a 

•  way 

From 

my 

Fa  -  ther's   home; 

2.     Oft    the      tempt  -er      with 

his 

smile 

Would 

my 

soul    pos  -  sess; 

3.     Why  should  life      be    dark 

and 

drear? 

Why 

then 

Ion  -  ger     stray? 

4.     Kings  of    dark  -  ness      nev 
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more 

Shall 

my 

soul     be  -  guile! 
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Tast  -  ed      of      life's    bit    -  ter  cap;  Sin's   dark  ways    have  known; 

Ev  -    er    strive     to      lead      me  from  Ways    of  ho    -    li    -  ness; 

He    would  have  me     ev   -    er  walk  In      the  nar  -  row  way; 

Christ  with  His      al  -   might -y  arm  And    His  lov  -    ing  smile 
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Yet        I     know    Thou  wilt      re  -  spond    To  my  low  -  ly  plea; 

Closed,  O     Lord,    my  eyes    have  been,    Yet      I  long     to  see; 

Twixt  the    pres  -  ent  and     the    past,    There  a  veil    shall  be; 

Will     up  -  hold     and  com  -  fort      me,     And  my  por  -  tion  be; 
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Then     in       mer  -  cy      hear    me,   For  I'm    com  -  ing,   Lord,    to  Thee. 

Hear    my    pray'r,  oh,    hear    me,   For  I'm    com  -  ing,    Lord,    to  Thee. 

In        the     cross      I'll    glo  -  ry,    For  I'm    com  -  ing,    Lord,   to  Thee. 

Hear    me,     and      re  -  deem  me,   For  I'm    com  -  ing,    Lord,    to  Thee. 
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THE  ANGEL'S  SONG. 


C.  V.  s. 


C.  V.  Steickland. 


1.  O    hear    the  song  the   angels  sing!  What  glorious  news  to  earth  they  bring! 

2.  Glad  ti-dings  of  great  joy  they  bring,  A  message  from  our  Lord  and  King  ; 

3.  The    an-gels  sang  good  will  on  earth:  The  night  of  Christ  our  Sav-iour's  birth  ; 


V  V   V  V 


-s>-.- 


pas 


j=* 


-4-— 


•    •    ■#■■■#■ 


*-N 


*=i 


-3— N- 


-# — * — •-*#- 


I 
"While  Shepherds  watched  on  Judah's  plain,  They  heard  the  sound  of  heaven's  refrain. 
The    star     of  Beth  -  le-hem  shall  shine  To  guide  all  men   to  heights  sub-lime. 
And  peace   to    all  mankind,  thev  cry,  All  glo  -  ry    be     to    God  on  high! 
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''OGlo  -  ry     be     to  God,"  they  sing,  The  glorious  news  to    all  they  bring, 
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O  bless  -  ed  night  when  Christ  was  born,  O  bless  -  ed   joy     of  Christmas  morn. 


-7  ~  "ft-} 0—0 — 0 — 0 — * — P- 


v—v— # 


— y— b»- 


y    W    U*    W 


CHRISTMAS  BELLS. 
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H.  W.  LONGFELLOW. 
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Fred  Coblentz. 
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1.  I  heard  the   bells  on  Christmas  day,  Their  old  fa-  mil  -  iar  car  -  ols  play, 

2.  I     tho't  how,  as     the  day  had  come,  The  belfries  of      all  Christendom, 

3.  Till  ring-ing,  sing-ing   on      its   way,  The  world  revolved  from  night  to    day, 

4.  But   in     de-spair    I  bowed  my  head,  "  There   is    no  peace  on  earth,"  I   said; 
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And  wild  and  sweet  the  words    re  -  peat,  Of  "  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 

How  roll     a  -  long  the  un-broken  song,  Of  "  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 

A  voice,    a  chime,  a     chant  sub  -  lime,  Of  "  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 

For  hate   is  strong  and  mocks  the  song,  Of  "  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 
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Then  peal  the  bells,  more  loud  and  deep,  "  God  is     not  dead ;  nor  doth  he  sleep  ! " 
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The  wrong  shall  fail,  ^the  right  pre-vail,  With  "  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 
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CHRISTMAS  HYMN. 


Mrs.  M.  Wabneb, 


1.  A    new  and  lust'rous  beau-ty,  fills  The  midnight  shad-ows  o'er  the  hills, 

2.  To  save  this  world  de-filed   by    sin,  The  Saviour  child  has  entered  in; 

3.  No  cost-ly  gifts    of     Orient  gold,  Or  frank-incense  and  myrrh  we  hold  ; 
3.  The  gifts  we  bring  to  him    to  -  day,  With-in    his    era-  die  we  will  lay  : 


And  Ju-dah's  plains  are  bathed  in  light,  That  ne'er  be-fore  was  born  of  night ; 

A  might-y    con-quer-or    is      he,    Tho' com-ing   of     a    low    de-gree, 
But  with  the  shepherds  gath-ered  round,  As  wor-ship-pers  we  would  be  found, 

It    is     the  love  found  in  each  heart,  Which  he  redeemed  in  ev  -  ery    part, 
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Hark,  the  her  -  aid  an  -  gels  sing,  "  Glo  -  ry  to  the 

While    the  her  -  aid  an  -  gels  sing,  "  Glo  -  ry  to  the 

WThile    the  her  -  aid  an  -  gels  sing,  "  Glo  -  ry  to  the 

Let      the  her  -  aid  an  -  gels  sing,  "  Glo  -  ry  to  the 
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WE  ARE  SINGING  ON  THE  WAY. 
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L.  H.  Edmunds. 


Chas.  Edw.  Pollock. 
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1.  We  are  sing-ing    on  the  way,  To      a      bless -ed    land    of     day,  Where  the 

2.  What  tho'  tri-als  here  we  meet  ?  Soon  we'll  walk  the  gold  -  en  street,  Where  we'll 

3.  We  are  press-ing  on  the  way,   Let    us  work,  and  watch,  and  pray,  Win-ning 
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raptured  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jahs  nev  -  er  cease;    Soon  we'll  see   its  shin-ing  towers, 
look  up  -on    the  beau  -  ty     of    our  King  ;  Tears  of     sor- row  here  may  now, 
stars  to    spar-kle     in   our  crowns  of  light;    Let     us    tell    the  Saviour's  love, 
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with-in    its  love-ly  bowers,  In  that     E  -  den-land  of  ev- er- last-ing peace. 
'  here-aft-er  we  shall  know,"  And  redeem-ing  love  thro'  endless  a  -  ges  sing. 
He  bids  us  come  a-bove,  WThere  no  shadow  ev  -er  mars  the  radiance  bright. 


D.  S. — glo-ry  we  shall  share,  In  the  house  of  "  many  mansions,"  bright  and  fair. 
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Bless-ed  home  !  bless-ed    home  !  In  the  house  of  "ma-ny 

Bless-ed  home  !  bless-ed  home ! 
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bright  and  fair, 


-f-rg 


1*     hg     ^     1*     -| 


-*L      ■*-  -4L     4B-  -#-  -f*-3-g-  -*-  ftg-    g 


^=t^ 


-*=^~- 


-9—Wm—W- 


-*    w    *—r- 


-*—w 


m 


Copyright,  1891,  by  AV.  J.  Kirkpatrick.    From  "  Precious  Hymns,"  by  per. 


118 


BEAUTIFUL  FLOWERS. 


F.  H.  C. 

Allegretto. 


Flora  H.  Cassel. 


1.  Beau-  ti  -  ful     flowers, Blossoms  we       love,  ,  ,. 

2.  Beau-  ti  -  ful     flowers, Mes-sa  -  ges     bring,  ........ 

3.  Beau-  ti  -  ful     flowers, Balm  of    our     pain, 
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Born  of    the     showers  ....    .  .       Sent  from  a    •    bove ; , 

Out    of  their  bowers, Prais-ing  our      King ;      

Joy    of    the      hours     Yet   to      re  -    main ;     , 
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CHORUS.      A  tempo. 

Beau-ti  -  ful     flow'rs, 


Bios-soms  we     love, 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful  flow'rs, 


Blossoms  we  love, 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful     flow'rs 


Sent  from  a    •    bove 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful  flow'rs, 


Sent  from  a  -  bove, 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful     flow'rs, 


Blossoms  we       love,     . 
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Beau-ti-  ful  flow'rs, 
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Blossoms    we  love, 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful  flow'rs, 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful  flow'rs.     , 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful  flow'rs,  Beau-ti-  ful  flow'rs.  (Beau-ti-ful  flow'rs.) 
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From  "  White  Ribbon  Vibrations,"  by  permission. 


120 


THE  BATTLE  CALL. 


J.  H.  A. 


J.  H.  Alleman. 


£M 


Irjj   t 


^s*   t  V^zh 


^=* 


*** 


1.  Sol-diers  of  Christ,  the  bat-tie    rag  -  es,     Ye  hosts  of  the  Lord,  a  -  rise, 

2.  Sol-diers  of  Christ,  the  bat-tie    rag-es,  Then  storm  ye  the  heights  to-day; 

3.  Sol-diers  of  Christ,  the  bat-tie    rag  -  es,    Sur-  ren  -  der  they  must  or    fall ; 
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Go  forth  in  His  name,  let  shouts  vic-to-rious  Ee  -  ech  -  o  through  the  skies. 
The  strong-holds  of  sin  must  yield,  for  Je  -  sus,  Our  Captain,  leads  the  way. 
For    Je  -  sus  shall  reign  till  ev  -  'ry    na-tion  Shall  crown  Him  Lord  of    all. 
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Hear   ye    the  voice  of     Je  -   sus   call  -  ing,      Fill     the    ranks    to   -  day, 


m 


<J      tr    -g-    f- 


b  *      *  •    fr__jg 


T 


P    i 


eN=i 

J     J    ft    | p- 

d — 1 — M — s: 

— i^— h 

n~*H 

There's 

-m-  -m-    -m- 
much  to  be  done  to  1 

nt — ~*~'m   g  :  m  i 

-» |»     »     8       y 

ceep  thy  brother  From 

1    «1»    «i 

fall-ing   by    the 

i,-  fffi 

way. 

1       1     ' 

-1 — U  g  1     u 

11   r  g  r  g1 

4 — >  i     i    ' 

J — =MJ 

Copyright,  1895,  by  J.  H.  Alleman. 
Used  by  permission  of  J.  H.  Alleman,  Music  Publisher,  Chicago,  111. 


CHRIST  IS  ALL. 


121 


Effective  as  a  Soprano  Solo,  .Ad  lib. 


W.  A.  Williams,  by  per. 
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1.  1      en-tered  once      a    home   of   care,    For     age   and  pen   -  u    -    ry     were 

2.  I    stood  be  -  side      a       dy  -   ing  bed,  Where  lay     a    child    with    ach  -  ing 

3.  I    saw   the  mar  -  tyr      at     the  stake,  The  flames  could  not  his     cour-age 

4.  I     saw    the  gos  -    pel     her  -  aid  go        To     Af  -  ric's  sand  and  Greenland's 

5.  I  dream'd  that  hoar-y    time     had  fled,    And  earth  and  sea     gave   up     therr 

6.  Then  come  to  Christ,  oh  !  come  to  -  day,     The    Fa  -  ther,  Son    and    Spir  -  it 
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Je  -  sus'  call ; 

soul   ap  -  pall; 

save  from  Sa-  tan's  thrall 

fire     dis-solved  this  ball; 

Bride  re  -  peats  the  call ; 
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I     asked  the  lone  -  ly     moth  -  er 
I  marked  his  smile,  'twas  sweet  as 
I     asked  him  whence  his  strength  was 
;  Nor  home  nor  life      he    count-ed 
I       saw  the  church's       ran  -  somed. 
For  he     will  cleanse  your  guilt-y 
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whence  Her  help-less  wid-ow-hood's  de  -  fense,  She 
May  And  as     his  spir  -  it  passed   a  -  way,     He 
giv'n,  He  look'd  triumphant  -  ly       to  heav'n,  And 
dear,  Midst  wants  and  perils  owned  no  fear,      He 
throng,  I  heard  the  bur-den    of  their  song, 
6tains,  His  love  will  sooth  your  weary  pains, 
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told    me,  "Christ  wa6  all." 

whispered/'Christ  is     all." 

answered,  "Christ  is     all." 

felt   that  "Christ  is     all." 

'Twas  "Christ  is      all      in     all." 

For      "Christ  is      all      in     all." 


From  "Silver  Tones,"  a  new  Prohibition  song  book  by  the  Silver  Lake  Quartette  and  W.  A. 
Williams ;  36c.;  5  for  81.50  bv  mail.    VV.  A.  Williams,  publisher,  Warnock,  O. 
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J.  H.  A. 


ARE  YOU  READY? 


J.  H.  Alleman.    By  per. 


1.  Are    you  read  -  y    should  the  Bridegroom  come  ?  From  doubtings  is     your 

2.  Are    you  read  -  y    should  the  Bridegroom  come?  Oh,  would  you    in      the 

3.  Are    you  read  -  y    should  the  Bridegroom  come?  For    sure-ly    He'll    a- 
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spir  -  it        free?     Are  you  walk-ing      in     His  strength   a  -  lone?      Oh, 
fu  -  ture      be  A  sin  -  ner   saved  by   grace   a  -  lone?      Oh, 

gain   ap  -    pear;   Soon   the    glo  -  ry      of      the    com  -  ing   Lord      Shall 
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tell    me,    is        it    well  with  thee?  Are  you  read 

tell    me,    is        it    well  with  thee? 

flaBh   up  -  on      thy  path- way  here.    Are  you  read- y,  are  you  read-y,  are  you 
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come?  Will  your  lamp  be  trimmed  and 

come,  Bridegroom  come?  Will  your  lamp  be    trimmed  and   burn-  ing,    Will  your 
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burn    -    -    -    -    ing,        Bright-ly     burn  -  ing  when  the  Bride-groom  comes? 
lamp  be  trimmed  and  burning, 
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NEARER  THE  CROSS. 

FRANK  M.  DAVIS.      "The  Cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."— Gal.  6:  14. 


J.  H.  Hall. 


1.  Near  -   er 

2.  Near  -  er 

3.  Near  -  er 
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the  cross      of        Je  -  sus,        Ev  -  er       let       me       be; 

the  cross      of        Je  -  sus,      There  I      would    a    -  bide ; 

the  cross      of        Je  -  sus,       Let    me      live      and    die ; 
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Near  -  er       the  flow  -  ing     fount  -  ain,       That       cleans-eth      me. 
There     let      me   rest      for    -    ev     -     er,         Near  Je  -  sus'   side. 

There      I       will  find    sweet      ref    -    uge,        And        safe  -  ty     nigh. 
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D.  S.  Near  -  er 
CHORUS. 


the  flow  -   ing      fount    -    ain, 


That         eleans  -  eth  me. 
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Near  -  er    the  cross,    Near-er  the  cross,    Near-er  the  cross  of         Je  -  sus. 
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By  per.  of  the  Home  Music  Co. 
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THE  WONDROUS  STORY. 


Ret.  R.  H.  McDaniel. 

far: 


1.  I  will  siDg  to  you  of  Jesus,  Of  his  love  for  sinful  men  ;  How  he  died  on 

2.  On  the  cruel  cross  behold  him,  Suff 'ring  agony  untold  ;  While  the  sun  is 

3.  Hear  him  saying  it  is  finished,  See,  he  bows  his  head  and  dies  ;  While  all  nature 

4.  Yonder  in  the  tomb  behold  him,  Pale  and  cold  in  death  he  lies  ;  Till  the  morn  when 
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Calvary's  monntain,  To  redeem  them  from  all  sin. 
veiled  in  darkness,  The  sad  scene  will  not  behold, 
seems  to  sorrow,  Earth  is  quak-ing,  dark  the  skies. 
he  triumphant  Over  every  foe  shall  rise. 


Sin-ner,   list 


en  to  the 
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Sinner,  listen  to  the 


■N—N 


?d?= 


€^ 


iSr- 


:^: 


M*-fv* 


-# 


sto     -     -    ry,  'Tis    so 
sto-rv   ev-er  new, 


won     -     d'rous  and  so  true  ;  Hear  it 

'Tis  so  wondrous  and  so  true,  Yes,  'tis  true, 
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now,         and  oh,  be  -  lieve  it,       Jesus     bled  and  died  for  you. 

Hear  it  now,  and  oh.  believe  it,  oh.  believe  it,  Jesus  bled  and  died  for  you. 
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THE  GOLDEN  SHORE. 
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C.  V.  s. 
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C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  We're  nearing  the  golden     shore,  Life's  voyage  will  soon  be      o'er  ; 

2.  We're  nearing  the  golden     shore,  Bright  E  -  den  of  love  re-stored  ; 

3.  We're  nearing  the  golden     shore,  Life's  troubles  will  then  be    o'er; 
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We'll  anchor  at  last,  When  toils  are  all  passed,  On  that  beautiful  gold-en  shore. 
We'll  march  in  the  ranks,  On  the  evergreen  banks,  On  the  beautiful  gold-en  shore. 
We'll  join  the  refrain,  Redeemed  in  his  name,  On  the  beautiful  gold-en  shore. 


ip^iilJXB 


?±f 


1 


On  the  beau-ti-ful  gold-en     shore,     Our  loved  ones  now  wait  ever-more  ; 
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The  ferryman's  nigh,  To  take  us  on  high,  To  that  beautiful  golden  shore. 
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A.  F.  M. 
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WONDERFUL  GRACE. 

Dedicated  to  the  Sandusky  Union  Holiness  Association. 


A.  F.  Myers. 
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1.  Do  you  want  par-don?   do     you  want  peace?  Do   you  want  sorrow  and 

2.  Liv-  ing  be  -  neath  the  shade  of      the    cross,  Counting  the  jew-els    of 

3.  Do  you  want  strength?  take  part  in  the   fight?  Do  you  want  cleansing?  then 

4.  Let  the  dear   Sar-  ior  reign  in     your  soul,  Plunge  in  the  fountain  and 


sighing  to  cease  ?  Look  to  the  Lord  who  died  on  the  tree,  Je  -  sus  can 
earth  as  but  dross.  Cleans'd  in  the  blood  that  flow'd  from  his  side,  Jesus  re- 
walk  in  the  light.  Would  you  from  sin  be  res-cued  and  free?  Je  -  sus  can 
you  shall  be  whole.  Oh,  what  a     precious    Sav-ior    is    he,       Je  -  sus   can 
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save  you,  for    he  saved  me. 

deems  you,  for  you    he  died. 

help  you,  for     he  help'd  me. 

cleanse  you,  for  he  cleansed  me. 
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Won-der-  ful  grace ;  how  it  sat-  is  -  fies  me, 


Won-der-  ful  rner-cy,  so     rich    and    so     free,  Would  you  a  child  of    the 
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Je  -  sus  can   save    you,  he 
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sweet- ly   saved  me. 
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From  the  "  Life  Line,"  by  per.  of  A.  F.  Myers,  Toledo,  Ohio. 
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GLORY  OVER  THERE. 

Words  air.  by  I.  N.  McIIose. 
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Moore. 


1.  There  is       a 

2.  Its    skies  are 

3.  There  rests  no 

4.  O  -    ver      in 


land  of  pure  de 
not  like  earth-ly 
shad-ow,  falls  no 
that    se  -  rene      a 
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light,  Where  we  shall  be  gathered  by  and 

skies,  Where  we  shall  be  gathered  by  and 

stain,  Where  we  shall  be  gathered  by  and 

bode  Where  we  shall  be  gathered  by  and 
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by; 
by; 
by, 
by, 


In  -  fin  -  ite     day     ex-  eludes  the  night,  Where  we  shall  be  gath-ered 

It     hath   no     need    of     sun      to     rise,  Where  we  shall  be  gath-ered 

And    those  long  part  -  ed     meet     a  -  gain,  Where  we  shall  be  gath-ered 

There  we     will   meet  and   live  with  God,  Where  we  shall  be  gath-ered 
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by   and  by,    o  -  ver  there. 
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O  -  ver  there, 
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Oh,  won't  that  be   glo-  ry    by  andby,      O  -  ver  there  ; 
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by  and  by, 
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by  and  by,     Oh,  won't  that  be  glo  -  ry    by  and  by,      o  -  ver  there. 
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From  "  Echoes  of  Redemption,"  by  per. 
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128  HE  STANDS  AT  THE  DOOR. 

Mary  J.  Cart  weight.  W.  T.  Giffe. 
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1.  Be  -  hold,  I  stand  at    the  door  and  knock  ;  If    a  -  ny  man  hear  my  voice, 

2.  What  other  friend  could  such  grace  bestow,  What  oth-er  such  blessings  give? 

3.  "When  worn  with  toil  and  the  heat  of  day,    O   what  a  sweet  sense  of     rest 
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And   will     o-pen   the  door,   I   will  come    in    to  him,  And  will  cause  his 
Je  -  sus     is             the  Bread  and  the  Wa  -  ter   of  Life,  Eat  and  drink,  your 
En-ters     in      to    my  60ul   as       a  -  long    by  the  way       I    commune  with 
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heart  to  re-joice. 
6oul  then  shall  live, 
this  heav'nlv  guest. 


ior,  I         welcome 

"Welcome,  welcome,dear  Savior,  welcome,  Yes,  I  welcome, 


Wei  -  come,  dear      Sav 
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thee ;       .      .      .       Ev  -  er,      O,   ev    -   er       a  -  bide  with  me. 

welcome   thee,  ves,  a-bidewith  me. 
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By  per.  of  the  Homo  Music  Co. 
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"  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother."— Eph.  6 :  2. 
Slow  with  expression. 


A.  F.  Myers. 


1.  Don't  for-get    the     old      folks,  Love  them  more  and  more,  As  they  turn  their 

2.  Don't  for-get  poor   fa    -     ther,  With  his  fail-ing  sight,  With  his  locks  once 

3.  Don't  for-get  dear   moth  -   er,  With  her  furrowed  brow,      All  the  light  of 
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longing  eyes  T'ward  the  golden  shore  ;  Let  your  words  be  ten-der,  Lov-ing,  soft  and 
thick  and  brown,  Scanty  now  and  white ;  Tho'  he  may  be  childish,  Still  do  you  be 
oth-er  years,  Time  has  faded  now  ;     Mem  -  o  -  ry  is    wau-ing,  Soon  its  light  will 


low,        Let  their  last  days  be  the  best  They  have  known  below. 

kind,     Think  of  him  as  years  a  -go  With  his  master  mind.     Don't  forget  the 

fail,     Guide  her  gent-ly  till  she  stands  Safe  within  the  vale. 
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old  folks,  Life  will  soon  be  o'er ;  Guide  them  till  their  weary  feet  Tread  the  golden  shore. 
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130      LEANING  ON  THE  EVERLASTING  ARMS. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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Deut.  33 :  27. 


A.  J.  Showalteb. 
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1.  What    a       fel  -  low-ship,  what  a     joy      di-vine,  Lean-ing  on  the   ev 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  in     this  pil-griin  way,  Lean-ing  on  the  ev  - 

3.  What  have  I       to  dread,  what  have  I       to  fear,  Lean-ing   on  the   ev  - 
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last  -  ing  Arms,  What  a  bless  -  ed  -  ness,  what  a  peace  is  mine, 
last  -  ing  Arms,  Oh,  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day  to  day, 
last  -  ing     Arms  ?    I        have    bless  -  ed  peace  with  my  Lord     60     near, 
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Lean  -  ing      on 
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the    ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  Arms.  Lean     -    -    -    ing, 

Lean-ing    on      Je  -  sus, 
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lean      -      ing,      Safe    and    se-cure  from  all     alarms,  Lean 
leaning  on  Je-  sus,  Leaning  on 
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lean      -    -     -      ing,          Lean  -  ing     on      the    ev  -  er  - 

lean  -  ing   on      Je  -  sus, 
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last  -  ing   Arms. 
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By  per.  of  A.  J.  Showaltcr,  owner  of  copyright,  Dalton,  Ga. 


THE  BIRD  WITH  A  BROKEN  WING. 
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Hezekiah  Butter  worth.* 


G.  S.  Bullock. 
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1.  I  walked  thro' the  wood-land  meadows,  Where  sweetly  the  thrushes  sing, 

2.  I  found        a  young  life  smit  -  ten       By     sin's       se  -  duc-tive  art, 

3.  But  the  bird  with  a  bro  -  ken  pin  -  ion,     Kept  oth    -    ers  from  the  snare, 

4.  But  the  soul     that  comes  to      Je  -  sus,         Is  healed  of  its  bro  -  ken  wing, 
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And     found  on   a    bed       of  moss-es  A 

And    touched  with  a  Christ-like  pit  -  y —  I 

And  the  life      which  sin  had  smit-ten,  Kept 

And  the  life        by     sin  once  smit-ten,  Re    - 


bird  with  a    bro-ken  wing. 

raised    him    to  my  heart. 

oth    -    ers  from  de  -  spair. 

stored      in  Him  shall  sing. 
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I  bound  its  wounds,  and  each  morning 
He  lived  with  a     no  -  ble  pur-  pose, 
Each  loss  had  its  own  compensa  -  tion, 
Then  turn  to  the  lov  -  ing  Sav  -  ior, 
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It  sang      the    old      sweet  strain 

Nor        strug -gled   he  in      vain; 

There  was  pleasure  for  ev     -    'ry    pain  ; 

He  will  cleanse  thee  from       all   stain; 
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But  the  bird  with  a 
But  the  life  which 
But  the  bird  with  a 


bro-ken  pin-ion, 
sin  had  smit-ten, 
bro-ken  pin-ion, 


With       him  thou  shalt    find    fa-vor, 


Nev-er    soared 
Nev-er    rose 
Nev-er    soared 
And     strength 


so  high 
so  high 
so  high 
to   rise 


gain, 
gain, 
gain, 
gain. 


*  Arranged  and  last  stanza  added  by  C.  S.  Bullock. 


132       OUR  SABBATH  SONG  OF  LOVE. 

J.  H.  A.  J.  H.  Alleman. 
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1.  From    north  and    from  south,  from   the      east    and    the    west,      They 

2.  A        bless  -  ed      as    -  sur  -  ance     He      giv  -  eth    to        all        Who 

3.  To      love      and     to      serve    Him,    this     Sav  -  ior       so       dear,       Onr 
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er,     His  good-  ness    to  tell;     From  o  -  ver      the 

ful  -  ly    serve  Him    be  low ;  When  storms  in  their 

sion  shall    be     to      the  end;    And,    af  -  ter    the 
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ver      the    sea,     His       prais  -  es    con    -  tin  -  ual  - 
us,    He's    near;   He's  with      us    wher-  ev    -    er 
ver,    we'll  dwell  With    Je    -    sus    our    heav  -  en    - 
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swell, 
go. 
Friend. 
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SATISFIED  WITH  JESUS. 
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A.  F.  Meyers. 


1.  I      am    sat  -  is  -  fied  with  Je  -  sus, 

2.  In   this  world  of  great  temp-ta-tion, 

3.  Je-sus    sat  -  is  -  fies    my  long-ings, 

4.  Glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry,   Je  -  sus  saves  me, 


For   he      is     my  tru  -  est  Friend  ; 
Je  -  sus  keeps  me  by    his  grace  ; 


m& 


& 


He     it      is     that  feeds  my  soul ; 
Hal  -  le  -  hi  -  jah    to     his  name; 
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He  will  keep  me  pure  and     ho  -  ly,       He  will  keep  me   to     the   end. 
Je  -  sus  sends  meshow'rs  of    blessings,  These  all  help  me  win  the  race. 
He     it      is     that  makes  me   ho  -  ly,      He     it      is     that  makes  me  whole. 
He  does  make  me  pure  and     ho  -  ly,     Now  mv  soul    is     all      a  -  flame. 
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Sat    -    -    -    is  -  fied, sat 

Sat-  is-  fied,  I'm  sat  -  is  -  fied,    I      am 
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fied  with  Je  -  sus, 


Repeat  Chorus  PP 
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Sat    -    -    -    is  -  fied, sat  -  is  -  fied  with  Je  -   sus. 

Sat  -  is-  fied,  I'm  sat  -  is  -  fied,    I      am 
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Arr.  by  C.  S.  Bullock. 
Slow. 
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YE  WOULD  NOT. 

Luke  13:  34.-Rev.  3 :  20.  Arr.  byC.  S.  Bullock 
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1.  I  have  knocked  at  thy  heart's  door  often,  Pleaded  with  thee  o'er  and  o'er ; 

2.  I  have  knocked  when  thou  wert  in  trouble,  I  have  knocked  when  thou  wert  in  pain, 

3.  How    kind    is  the  Savior's  plead-ing,  We  have  lived  so      long  in     sin, 
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And  the  more  I'd  plead,  poor  lost  one,  Thou  hast  fastened  still  firmer  the  door. 
Thou  hast  promised  sometime  to  open,  But  thy  promise  was  all        in      vain. 
"  If  you'll  knock  once  more,  dear  Saviour,  I  glad  -ly  will  let      you     in." 
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Ah!  thy  pleasure  will  vanish  and  wither,  Thy  hopes  be  blighted  and   gone; 
Very   soon  life's  breath  may  leave   thee,  Thy  body  sleep  'neath  the  sod, 
Shouldst  thou  promise,  poor  soul,  once  too  often, He  be  gone  from  thine  oft  clos'd  door, 
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And  the  last  trump  sound  from  heaven     On    the    res  -  ur  -  rec-  tion   morn. 
Hear  me  knock!  lost  one,  now  o  -  pen    And  pre-pare    to  meet  thy    God. 
Thou  art   lost,  aye,   lost    for  -  ev  -  er,  Thou  shalt  hear  his  voice  no   more. 
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YE  WOULD  NOT.    Concluded. 


135 


CHORDS 
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Ye   would  not,        ye    would   not,       ye      would  not      let       me 
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I      died  to    redeem  thee  from  bondage,  But  ye  would  not  let  me      in. 
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WOODWORTH.    L.  M. 

Charlotte  Elliott,  1836.  W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  Just      as      I     am,    with-out      one  plea,  But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  forme, 
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And  that  thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  thee;  OLamb  of  God,   I  come,  I     come! 
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2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about, 
"With  many  a  contiict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 


Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve  ; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  1  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am,  thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  eome ! 
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SOMEWHERE. 


Mrs.  E.  W.  Chapman. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  In   that  glorious  morn-ing  bright,    We  shall   be     ar-rayed  in    white, 

2.  We  shall  join  the   an  -  gel   band,    And  with  harp  and  crown  shall  stand 

3.  We  shall  gath-er     on    the  shore    When  the  cares  of    life    are   o'er, 

4.  With  the  saints  of    oth  -  ei*   days,        We  shall  6ing  the  Sav-ior's  praise, 
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Filled  with  gladness  and  de  -  light,  In     the  bliss-ful  some  -  where. 

Near  the  throne  of  God's  right  hand,  In     the  gold-en  some  -  where. 

And  the  tears  shall  fall  no     more ;  We  shall  gath-er  some  -  where. 

And  the  sweetest    an-them  raise;  We  6hall  worship  some  -  where. 
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Somewhere,  somewhere,                somewhere,  somewhere, 
Some   -   where, some   -    where, Bow-ing 
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From  "  Crown  of  Gold,"  by  permission. 


SOMEWHERE.    Concluded. 
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Strains  of    mel   -  o  -  dy,       of     mel    -   o  -  dy      will  ring, 
mel         -        -        -        o  -  dy      will  ring, while  the 
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while    the  arch      a  -  bove   shall  ring,      a  -  bove  shall  ring, 
arch a  -  bove   shall  ring, Some- 
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Somewhere,  somewhere, 
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HO!   REAPERS. 


Tune— Webb. 


1  Ho!  reapers  of  life's  harvest, 

Why  stand  with  rusted  blade, 
Until  the  night  draws  round  thee, 

And  day  begins  to  fade? 
Why  stand  ye  idle,  waiting 

For  reapers  more  to  come? 
The  golden  morn  is  passing, 

Why  sit  ye  idle,  dumb? 


2  Mount  up  the  heights  of  wisdom, 

And  crush  each  error  low, 
Keep  back  no  words  of  knowledge 

That  human  hearts  should  know. 
Be  faithful  to  thy  mission, 

In  service  of  the  Lord, 
And  in  the  golden  harvest 

Shall  be  thy  great  reward. 
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MOTHER  KNOWS. 

(SOLO  OR  DUET.) 


Flora  H.  Cassel. 


1.  No-  bod  -  y  knows  of  the  work  it  make?,  To  keep  the  home  to  -  geth  -  er, 

2.  No- bod  -  y  knows  of  the  sleepless  care,  Bestowed  on  ba  -  by  brother, 

3.  No-  bod  -  y  knows  of  the  anx-ious  fears,  LeBt  darlings  may  not  weather 

4.  No-  bod  -y  clings  to  the  way-ward  child,  Tho'  scorned  by  ev  -  'ry     oth-er, 
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No -bod  -  y  knows  of     the  steps  it  takes,    No-bod- y  knows  but   mother; 

No  -  bod  -  y  knows  of     the   ten-der  pray'r,  No-bod- y  knows  but   mother; 

Storms  of   this  life    in     the  com-ing  years,   No-bod-  y  knows  but   mother ; 

Lead-ing  so  gently  from  the  pathway  wild,  No-bod- y  can,  but  mother  ; 
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No  -  bod- 
No  -  bod- 
No -bod - 
No  -  bod- 


y    lis  -  tens   to  child-ish  woes,  Which  kisses    on  -  ly     smother, 
y  knows  of  the    les-sons  taught,  Of  lov  -  ing  one  an  -  oth-  er, 
y  knows  of  the  tears  that  start,  When  far  from  right  they  wander, 
y  knows  of  the  hour-ly  pray'r,  That  grace  all  sin  may  cov  -  er, 


No  -  bod 
No  -  bod 
No  -  bod 
Mak-ing 


•  y's  pained 

•  y  knows 
y  knows 
the  dear 


by  the  naughty  blows,  No-bod- y — on-ly  moth-er. 
of  the  patience  sought,  No-bod-y — on  -  ly  moth-er. 
of  the  breaking  heart,  No-bod-y — on-ly  moth-er. 
one  so  pure  and  fair,     No-bod-y — on  -  lv  moth-er. 
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From  "  White  Ribbon  Vibrations."    By  per. 
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Flora  H.  Cassel. 
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1.  Ev  -  er    the   Sav-iour   is  speak-ing    to  thee,    Urg  -  ing    so     ten-der  -  ly, 

2.  Ev-er    the   Spir  -  it    is    call  -  ing   to-day,     Drink  of  the  fountain  your 

3.  Hark  !    'tis  the  Bride  saying,  "  Now  is  the  dav,  Sal  -va-tion's  free,  brother, 
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"  Come  chi 
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Id  to  me  ;"  List  to  His  pleading,  and  no  long-er  roam,  Hear  as  He 
al  -  lay;  Sat  -  is-fied,  then,  you  will  no  longer  roam,  Sin  -ner  come 
de  -  lay  ;     Mer-cy    is   wait  -  ing  your  pardon  to  give,  Take   it,  and 
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calls,  "come  home." 

home,    come  home.     Linger  not  long,    O    do    not  wait,   He  will  not  plead  for 

ev    -   er      live. 


ev-  er ;  Linger  not  long,  'twill   be  too  late,  O  come,  while  He  calls  "come  home." 
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THROW  THE  LINE. 


Written  especially  for  T.  H.  Osborn,  "  The  Drummer  Evangelist." 
Laura  Nkwell.  C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Out      at        sea  and     tempest  tossed,  On    the    deep    of    sin    and  lost! 

2.  Throw  the  line!  though  dark  the  night,  Quickly  sig-  nal,  send  the  light! 

3.  Throw  the  line  with  chords  of  love,     Anchored  in   the   vale     a  -  bove, 

4.  Throw  the  line  and  leave  with  Him  All    the   rest  though  skies  are  dim, 
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in  per  -  il !   to    the     res-cue !  haste,    O 

sus  is     our   trusty      Pi  •  lot,  strong  and 
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Pure    and  steadfast,  hope  e  -  ter  -  nal    to 

He'll    sus  -  tain  you   till  the   voy-age  shall 
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cry  rings  o'er  the  wave,  Come  and  help  us!  help  and  save!  Throw  the 
love  your  constant  stay,  As  you  res-cue  souls  a-stray,  Throw  the 
to  the  land  of  peace,  Where  all  sins  and  strivings  cease,  Throw  the 
6torms  and  tears  are  done,  With  the  lat-est     conquest  won,   You    6hall 
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life  -  line,    thou  must  reach        the    shore     or       die. 

line    and     Christ  will   bear        you     safe  -   ly    through.     Throw  the 
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land    in 


res  -  cue    souls 
hea-ven's    har 


for    whom  Christ  died, 
bor    safe       at       last ! 
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THROW  THE  LINE.    Concluded. 
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line !  Throw  the      line ! 

Throw  the  line  !  Throw  the  line ! 
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Throw  the  line ! 


Throw  the  line ! 


Throw  the 


Throw  the  line! 

— C--P  p 


lf^K=pr 


+-$=£- 


Throw  the  line ! 
0-±-0      0      0±PL 


:pjL±— *=£•* 


v—v- 


■¥—¥- 


mm 


j 


i=r^r=rp=s 


life  -  line,      draw      them        safe 


K- 


to 


-^"T" 


11 


the      shore. 


:t=± 


■ft 


m 


142 


AS  DOWN  THE  STREAM  OF  LIFE. 


A.  V.  E. 
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Amy  V.  Ellis. 
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stream of    life   we      glide Burdened  with 

God, so   deep-ly       loved.   His  sin-sick 

bove we'll  sing  His    praise, If    we  have 


9* 


■87— *- 


5* 


0-0 


v  v  v 

As  down,  etc. 


k^kk 


m 


V  V  V 


sin   and  trials  of    life But  in  this   fight,  . . 

chil      -      -      dren  here  be  -  low, That  from  a- bove. . . 
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Oh,  let  us  keep  close  to  our  guide. 
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AS  DOWN  THE  STREAM.    Concluded. 


143 


¥4=3- 


-9—9- 


9—0 


"is: 


stream of   life  we    glide  ;     Soon  we  will   anch 

As  down  the  stream  of  life  we  glide  ; 
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HOLY  SPIRIT,  FAITHFUL  GUIDE. 


on 


M.  M.  Wells. 

Fine. 
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1    /   Ho  -  ly      Spir-it,    faith  -  ful  Guide,     Ev  -  er    near  the  Chris  -  tians  side,   \ 

des     -    ert   land,   J 


I  Gen-tly     lead  us    by 
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the    hand,     Pilgrims  in 
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C.   Whisp'ring  sofl-ly,     wan-d'rer,     come!  Fol-low 

~A l-r 


me,  I'll    guide  thee  home. 


Wea  -  ry  souls   for     e'er 


joice,  While  they  hear  that   6weet-est  voice, 


D.  C. 


2  Ever  present,  truest  friend, 
Ever  near,  thine  aid  to  lend. 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear, 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear. 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Whisper  softly,  wanderer,  come! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 


3  When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wond'ring  if  our  names  are  there ; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 
Pleading  nought  but  Jesus'  blood  ; 
Whisper  softly,  wanderer,  come! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 
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THE  RIVER  OF  LIFE. 


Mrs.  T.  F.  W. 

In  tiniip. 


Mrs.  T.  F.  Woody. 


± 


& 


>      IS      IV 


J   JMJ"J 


^ 


5F=* 


:*=*: 


J     3    g— g — -^ 


±L 


* 


■J— J— J- 


-JL   -J-   -J- 

1.  Oh,  have  you  not  heard  of     the  riv  -  er  of  life,  That  flows  thro'  the 

2.  This  beau- ti  -  ful  stream  is     the  riv  -  er  of  life,  And  flows  from   the 

3.  Oh,  come   to    this  beau -ti  -  ful  riv  -  er  of  life,  And  drink  of       its 
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heav-en  -  ly      land?    It    sparkles      so  bright  in     its   beau- ti  -  ful  light,  And 

fountain  so      free ;      It  flows  from    a  -  bove  with  a     heav-en  -  ly    love,  Oh, 

wa-ters  so      free;     Oh,  may   we     all  drink  at      its   beau-ti-  ful  brink,  'Tis 
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rip-pies  o'er  glit-ter- ing     sand.      Oh,  come to  this  riv    -     -     er, 

sin  -  ner,  'tis  flow-ing  for      thee. 

flow-ing  for  you  and  for      me.         Oh,  come  to  this  beautiful  riv-er  of  life, 
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This  beau-ti  -  ful  riv-er    of      life; Oh,    come to   this 

Beau- ti- ful,  beau-ti -ful    riv-er    of    life;        Come  to  this  beau-ti- ful 
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riv      -      -      er,      'Tis      flow-ing     for    you    and    for        me 

riv-er     of   life,  and  for  me. 
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J.  H.  A. 

Not  too  fast. 


J.  H.  Alleman. 


P 


feS 


1 


-W 


3^=12^ 


'■g.       V- 


■<s>- 


Come  to 

Come  to 

Come  to 

Come  to 


Come    to 


the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters!   Why  will    ye    thirst  -  y      be? 

the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters!    The    Spir-  it's     call      o  -   bey, 

the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters!  Come  now!  no    Ion  -  ger    wait! 

the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters!  Come,  who  -  so  -  ev  -  er      will! 

the  liv  -  ing  wa-ters!  He'll   bid    the    tum-ult     cease, 


The  fount  -am 
He     who    on 
His    spir  -  it 
Be  -  lieve   Him, 
He'll  fill    thee 


of    life      is    flow -ing;     Is      flow  -  ing   now  for 

the  Lord    be  -  liev  -  eth    Shall  nev  -  er     lose   his 

with  thine  is    striv  -  ing,    Come,  ere    it       be     too 

and  thou  shalt  hear  it;    His    bless-ed  "Peace,  be 

with  joy   and   glad-ness,  And  give  thee  last -ing 


thee, 
way. 
late, 
still!" 
peace. 
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Chorus. 
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He,     who  -  so  -  ev  -  er    will,  may  come,  And  take  of     the  wa  -  ter     of 
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free  -  ly,         He,        who  -  so    -    ev  -    er       will,     may    come, 
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And 
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take       of         the    wa  -    ter,       the     wa  -  ter       of       life. 
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I  AM  WASHED  IN  THE  BLOOD. 


Key.  E.  A.  Huffman. 


J.  H.  Hall. 
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1.  I  have  been  to      Jesus  to  be  cleansed  with  power,  In  the    blood,       the 

2.  I  will  walk  in  meekness  at    my  Saviour's  side,  O     the       blood,       the 

3.  I  will  keep  unspotted  from  the  world  of  sin,  Through  the  blood,       the 
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precious  blood ; 
precious  blood  ; 
precious  blood ; 
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And  I  lin  -  ger  at  the  fount  this 
I  will  trust  each  mo-  ment  in  the 
In         the  fount  -  ain  glow-  ing  for      the 
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CHORUS. 
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hour, 
fied, 
clean, 


At  the  fount  of  Je 
O  the  blood,  the  pre 
In    the  fount        of      Je 
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sus'     blood, 
cious   blood.       I    am 
sus'     blood. 
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washed   in  the  blood,                      "  In  the  soul  cleansing  blood 

Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah  Hallelujah,"  In  the  soul  cleansing  blood 
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am     washed 


in     the   blood, 
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I  AM  WASHED.    Concluded. 
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of      the  Lamb,"  I      am      washed .-...     in     the 

Hal   -  le  -  lu  -jah,  Hal  -  le-  lujah, 
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Hal    -  le-    lu  -  jah, 


am     washed 
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blood,  I 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah, 
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am  washed   in       the  blood     of    the  Lamb. 
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the      blood, 


Li    ^ 


ITALIAN  HYMN.    6s  &  4s.      .  giardini. 
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1.     Come,  Thou  almight  -  y    King,  Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing,  Help  us  to  praise ; 
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Fa-ther,  all   glo  -  ri  -  ous,  |n_  i      •  A       .     .      r 

<->,        li       •       .         •  '>  Lome,  and  reign  o-ver  us,   An-cient    of 

(_)  er  all    vie  -  to  -  n  -  ous,  J 
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2  Come,  thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword, 

Our  prayer  attend  ; 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless, 
And  give  Thy  word  success ; 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 
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3  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 

In  this  glad  hour; 
Thou  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 
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WHERE  MY  LOVED  ONES  ARE. 


Dedicated  to  T.  H.  Osbobn. 


M.  F.  J. 


Eev.  M.  F.  Jacobs. 
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1.  Though  my  heart  is  sad     and   lone  -  ly,  With  my  loved  ones    o  -  ver  there, 

2.  I      am  rest  -  ing,  yes,     I'm  rest  -  ing    On    the  prom  -  ise     of    my  Lord, 

3.  When   I     rise       in     ho    -    ly  rapt-ure,  With  Thy  an  -  gel  guards  so  true, 
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Yet      I  know  that  Je  -  sus  loves     me,  And     I    have     the     an-gel's   care. 

And  my  trust-  ing  faith  He's  test  -ing,  Which  will  bring  His  sure  re-ward. 

Then     I  know     no  more  de  -  part  -  ure  From  the  friends  I  loved  be-  low. 
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I     am  wait  -  ing,    on  -  ly   wait  -  ing,    'Till  the  call      for   me  6hall  come ; 
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Then  with  joy       I'll  hail  their  greeting,  When  the  angels  bear  me  home. 
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THY  WILL,  NOT  MINE. 
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Mrs.  Mary  A.  Warriner. 

DUET.    Alto  and  Tenor 


Fred.  Coblentz. 


1.  Lord,  I'm  floating  dowD  the  riv  -  er,     Slow  -  ly  drift  -  ing    to  the  sea; 

2.  I     have  ceased  my  desp'rate  rowing,  Work  I  'gainst  the  tide  no  more ; 

3.  Now  my  bark  is  sail  -  ing  seaward       In  the  mid  -  die  of  the  stream  ; 
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Let  the  cur  •  rent  bear  me  onward,  I  com  -  mit  my  waj's  to  Thee. 
I  have  weighed  my  heavy  anch  •  or,  Cut  the  cords  that  reach  the  shore. 
Safe  -  ly  now       my    Saviour  guides  me,    I  com  -  mit     my  ways  to  Him. 
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God's  own  will,  O  migh-ty     wa  -  ters !  Here     I  find      my  per  -  feet  rest ; 
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Let     me  dwell    up-on    this     o-cean,    Ful  -  ly  and      for  -   ev  -  er  blest. 
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150    THROUGH  THE  BLOOD  OF  THE  CRUCIFIED. 


A.  P.  Cobb. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 
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1.  Have  you  touched  the    gar-ments      of        the    Ho  -  ly      One?     Are  you 

2.  Are      you  walk  -  ing     dai    -    ly     with    your  Lord    in     view?    Are  you 

3.  Are     you  bring  -  ing    sin  -  ners      to       the    sin-ner's  Friend  ?  Does  your 
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washed  in  the  soul-cleansing  tide?  Are  your  sins  for -giv- en?  Do  you 
close  to  His  dear,  wounded  side?  Do  you  love  your  Saviour  ?  Do  you 
life      tell     of      Je  -  sus  who  died?    Do   you  have  the  Spir-  it?   Do  you 
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hope  for  heav  -  en  Thro'  the  blood  of 
seek  God's  fa  -  vor  Thro'  the  blood  of 
peace     in  -    her  -  it      Thro'  the  blood  of 
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the  Christ  cru  •  ci  -  fied  ? 
the  Christ  cru  •  ci  -  fied? 
the  Christ  cru  -  ci  -  fied? 
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Thro'    the    blood,  cleansing   blood,  Thro'  the 

Thro'    the  blood,  cleansing  blood. 
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THROUGH  THE  BLOOD.     Concluded. 
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blood     of      the  Christ   cm  -  ci  -  fied  !      Are  vour  sins  for-giv  -  en  ?   Do  you 
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hope      for      heav-en    Thro'    the  blood    of       the  Christ  cru  -  ci  -  fied? 
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Amy  V.  Ellis. 


HARVEST  TIME. 
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Amy  V.  Ellis. 


0, 

1.  Go      ye  forth  on  Christian  mis-sion, 

2.  See     the  gold  -  en  grain  is  read  -  y, 

3.  May  we  heed  His  blessed  call  -  ing, 
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As  thy  Master  went  be-fore ; 
Call  for  gleaners  in  the  field  ; 
Call-ing  us      to  work  to-day ; 
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Make  them  see  their  lost  con-di  -  tion,  Lead  them  to  that  bliss-ful  shore. 
Work  with  faith  that's  strong  and  steady,  There  will  be  a  bounteous  yield. 
For    the  grain  may  fast  be   fail  -  ing,       Work,  oh,  work  and  watch  and  pray. 
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IN  HIS  NAME. 


Do  all  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus." — Col.  3:  17. 


F.  M.  D 


F.  M.  Davis. 


1.  In  His  name  go     we  forth  wag  -  ing  war 

2.  In  His  name  go     we  forth     in     the  path 

3.  In  His  name  go     we  forth  tho'  bv     foes 
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with  sin  ;  In  His 
He  trod ;  In  His 
op-pressed  ;      In  His 


name,  in  His  name  ;  Tho' the    bat -tie     be  long,  we  shall 

name,  in  His  name ;  He     is     lead-ing  the  gath-er-ing 

name,  in  His  name ;  When  the  warfare  is  o'er,  then  will 

In  His  name,  In  His  name  ; 


sure  -  ly       win,     In  His     name,  In  His  name ; 

hosts    of      God,     In  His     name,  In  His  name; 

come  sweet  rest,     In  His     name,  In  His  name,  In  His  name  ;  In  His  name  ; 
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Je  -  sus  is . 
We're  an  ar 
We  will     let. 


.our     lead  -  er  strong  ;         And  with 
my  strong  and  grand  ;         For    the 
.His     standard  wave;         While  we 


Him. 
right, 
tell  .  . 
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IN  HIS  NAME.    Concluded. 


.we  march  a-long, 
.we  take  our  stand, 
.His  power  to  save, 
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In  His  name. 


His  blessed 
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name,  Striving  ever  'gainst  the  wrong,  In  His  name. 

And  we  mean  to  take  the  land. 
(His  blessed  name,)  Shout  His  vic'try  o'er  the  grave,  In  His  name. 


In  His  name. 


MY  SOUL,  BE  ON  THY  GUARD. 
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1.  My  soul,     be        on      thy    guard!     Ten    thou-sand     foes        a -rise; 

2.  O         watch,  and     fight,  and     pray!      The     bat  -tie    ne'er    give  o'er; 

3.  Ne'er     think     the      vie  -  t'ry     won,        Nor    lay  thine     ar  -    mor  down ; 


The      hosts-     of      sin     are   press  -  ing     hard     To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 
Re     -    new       it      bold  -  ly     ev  -  ery      day,    And  help  di-vine    im-plore. 
Thy         ar  -  duous  work  will  not     be      done     Till  thou  ob  -  tain  thy  crown. 
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0  WONDROUS  CROSS. 


C.  L.  Eby. 


A.  F.  Myers. 
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Up  -  on 
I    sought 
Up  -  on 
I'll  sing 
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the     cross my  Sav  -  iour  died, And  for 

at      length His  par  -  don  free, I  gained 

the     cross of    Cal  -  va  -  ry, His  blood 

His    pow'r while  I      have  breath, I'll   sing 
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.   was  cru  -  ci  -  fied  ; His  love  so    great, how  can    it 

.  sweet  lib  -  er  -  ty  ; E'en  now  by  faith I  claim  Him 

.    was  shed  for   me; O    precious  fount, Thy  cleansing 

ry      af  -  ter   death  ;  . . . .  Redeemed,  re-deemed,  ...    I   know  I'm 
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be, My   Sav  -  iour    died, yes,  died    for 

mine, I      am      re  -  deemed by  grace    di 

pow'r, I     need  Thy    heal     -     -  ing    ev  -  'ry 

free, I've  peace  with  God and  lib  -  er 
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eyes, 


lookup    to    Thee, O   wondrous  cross, where  Je-sus 
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MY  SHEPHERD  LEADS. 


W.  F.  McNamara. 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 
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1.  By  wa  -  ters   cool    and    sweet, 

2.  The  ten  -  der    verd-ure   springs 

3.  The  heat    of     burn-ing     noons 

4.  More  of      his    love   and     care 


From    liv  -  ing  fount-ains      fed, 

And      hlos-soms  where  we  stray; 

Is         tem-pered   by      my  need; 

learn  from  day      to  day, 


5.  Dear   Shep-herd,  if     from   Thee         My       err  -  ing    feet  should  rove, 
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My  Shepherd  leads  my  ea    - 

And    at    each  step  my  glad 

And    all    His  wise -ly  giv    - 

And  more  of     His  rich  boun 

Oh,  chide  me  kind-  lv,  ten    - 


ger      feet,    To    fresh  -  er  meads   a  -  head, 
heart  sings,  So    sweet    I     find    the  way. 
en       boons  Are  mine  be  -  fore      I  plead, 
ty        share,  As       by    His  side      I    stay, 
der   -    ly,     And  bring  me  back    in  love. 
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TIME  PASSING. 


Rev.  D.  D.  Patterson. 

Slow. 


Milo  W.  Netherctttt. 
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Eoll-ing      a-way, 


roll-ing      a  -  way,      rolling     a  -  way, 
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way  ! The  days,    the      weeks,  the  months,  the  years, 

way ! Our  loved    and      own     for    whom     we  weep, 

day ! A  voice    so         lov  -  ing,    sweet     and  true. 

day ! The  death  knell     of       an        e     -     vil  world, 
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Toward  the  great  e  -  ter  -  nal      day. 
Till    the     res  -  ur  -  rec  -  tion     day  ; 
"  Come  to       me,  leave  sin's  dark  way, 
hurled;     Christ  shall  come  and  hold  the    sway, 
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For  death  is 

For  time  is 

His  bright  ap- 


TIME  PASSING.    Concluded. 


157 


|SPSt 


-5-^ 


Ea^r 


fly    -  mg, 
reap -ing, 
run  -  ning, 
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For  time 

And  friends 
And       I 
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is  near   -  ing 
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For  death 

For  time 

His  brisrht 
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ROCK  OF  AGES. 


Thomas  Hastings. 

Fine. 


1.  Rock  of        A  -  ges,  cleft  for      me,      Let   me    hide   my-self    in    thee; 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -  er      flow,  Could  my  zeal    no   lan-guor  know  ; 

3.  While  I     draw  this  fleet-ing  breath,  When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death  ; 
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D.  C.    Be      of 
D.  C.     In      my 
D.  C.     Rock  of 
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hand  no    price   I 
A  -  ges,  cleft  for 
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cure — Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure, 
bring,  Simp-ly  to  thy  cross  I  cling, 
me,      Let   me      hide  my-self    in      thee. 
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wa  -  ter    and    the  blood  From  thy    wounded  side  which  flowed, 
sin  could  not      a  -  tone  ;  Thou  must  save  and  thou  a  -  lone, 
rise    to  worlds  unknown,  And    be-  hold  thee  on    thy     throne, — 
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I'M  GLAD  THAT  TO  JESUS  I  CAME. 


J.  H.  A. 


J.  H.  Alleman. 
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1.  In  dark  -  nesa  and  sor  -  row      I  wandered    a  -  lone,  With  hope  buried 

2.  I    heard  oth  -  ers  tell      of     His  goodness  and  grace,  I  longed  for    a 

3.  Who  then  can  for-  get  such     a  rapt  -  ure  di-vine,  When  once  in  the 
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deep,    and  with  heart  hard  as  stone,    A  wreck    and    a  -  drift       on      a 
part      in    that  heav  -  en  -  lj  place  ;  He  seemed  far    a  -  way       till      I 
heart     He   the  light  makes  to  shine  ;  How  quick-ly    our  sor  -  rows   and 
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dark  roll -ing  sea,  Yet  Je  -  sus  in  mer  -  cy  redeemed  e  -  ven  me. 
said,  "  Here  am  I,  Lord,  save  me  this  mo-ment,  Lord,  save,  or  I  die." 
ills      dis-ap-pear;  It  makes  life    to  seem      as    one  fast-fleeting  year. 
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How  bright  seems  the  world  since  I  know  He  is  mine  ;  What  joy  thrills  my 
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soul!     all     is  grand-eur     sub-lime;  I'm  glad,  oh,    so  glad     that     to 
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Je  -  sus    I  came  ;  Thank  God,  hal-le-lu-jah  !  I'll  now  praise  His  name. 


%&tt±± 


?=*=* 


■9 — 0 — m — 0 — 0 — 9-r9 — m — a — *— xi 


GOD  OF  THE  NATIONS. 

(PATRIOTIC) 
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German. 


1.  Great  God  of  nations,  now  to  Thee    Our  hymn  of  grat-i  -  tude  we  raise ; 

2.  Here  freedom  spreads  her  banner  wide,  And  casts  her  soft  and  hallowed  ray 

3.  Great  God,  preserve  us  in  Thy  fear,     In  danger  still  our   guard-ian    be; 
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With  humble  heart  and  bending  knee,  We  offer  Thee  our     song     of  praise. 
Here  Thou  our  fathers'  steps  didst  guide  In  safety  thro'  their  dangerous  way. 
O  spread  Thy  truth's  bright  precepts  here,  Let  all  the  people  worship  Thee. 
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SCATTER  THE  SEED. 


E.  R.  Latta. 

Moderate*. 


Chas.  L.  Moork. 


Moaerato.  .  I 
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1.  The  beau-ti-ful  seed   of      gos-pel  truth,  Wonderful  fruit  shall  bear; 

2.  The  beau-ti-ful  seed   of     love  and  grace,  E-ven  the  least  may  share  ; 

3.  The  beau-ti-ful  seed  with  -  in  the  heart,  Freighted  with  peace  untold  ; 

4.  The  beau-ti-ful  seed  that  here  we  cast,  Blessings,  to  us,  shall    be ; 

~-0— 0 — t— rl F- 


Then    in  -  to  the  soil   of      age  and  youth  Scatter  in  faith  and   prayer. 
Then  hopeful  in  heart,  with  kindly  face,    Scatter   it   here  and    there. 
Shall  quicken  and  in-to  growth  shall  start,  Bringing  us  man-y  -  fold. 
*7       Long  as  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  6hall  last,   O-ver   the   crys-tal      sea. 
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Scatter,  O  scatter  the  seed,  precious    seed,  Scatter  it  here  and  there ; 
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Scatter,  O  scatter  the  seed,  precious  seed, 
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Scatter  it   ev-'ry  -  where. 
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SOLO 


Music  and  chorus  by  Chas.  E.  Neal.     Bj  per. 
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I  think  when  I  read  the  sweet  story     of    old,      When      Je  -  sus  was 

I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head,  That  His  arms  had  been 
Yet       still      to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go,    And      ask  for    a 
In    that  beau-ti-ful  place  He  has  gone  to  prepare,    For       all   who  are 
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here    a-mong     men ; 
thrown  around  me; 
share  of    His     love  ; 
washed  and  for-given ; 
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How  He  called  little  chil-dren     as  lambs  to  His 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He 
And  if        I    thus  ear-nest  -  ly  seek  Him  be- 

And         man  -  y   dear  children  are    gath-er-ing 
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D.  S.     For  we  know  that  Thou  sayest  e'en  now   as    of 
Fine. 


fold; 
said, 
low, 
there 


I  should  like  to  have  been  with  Him  then. 
Let  the  lit  -  tie  ones  come  un-to       me. 
I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  a  -  bove. 
For  of  such    is    the   kingdom  of    heaven. 


We  are  coming,  dear 
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Je-sus,  as  lambs  of  Thy  fold,  And  for  ev  ■  er  Thy  children  would  be  ; 
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J.  T.  Reese. 


GO  PREACH  THE  WORD. 

Dedicated  to  Mary  Strickland. 


SSOMEBE 
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J.  T.  Reese. 
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1.  Go  preach  the  word,  'tis  the  Lord's  command,  Go  where  you  will,  stand  never  still ; 

2.  Far,  far  a-way,  o'er  the     o  -  cean  wave,  Far,  far  away  darkness  to-day  ; 

3.  Far,  far  a-way,  where  the  heathen  dwell,  Many  to-day,  go  -  ing  astray ; 

4.  Then,  there  are  souls  nearer  your  own  door,  Waiting  to  be  made  wholly  free ; 
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Go  preach  the  word  o  -  ver  all  the  land,  For  'tis  the  Lord's  command. 
There  many  souls  we  should  try  to  save,  In  some  way  try  to  save. 
Oh,  who  will  go  and  the  sto  -  ry  tell,  Sal  -  va-tion's  sto  -  ry  tell. 
Go  preach  the  word,  preach  it  o'er  and  o'er,  To  souls  around  your  door. 
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CHOKUS. 
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in  -  to   all    the  world,"  Go  and  tell  the  story  grand  ;  Yes, 
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go  with  the  banner  of  the  cross  unfurled,  For  'tis  the  Lord's  command. 
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Milo  W.  Nethercutt. 
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1.  Be     -    yond    the  chill- ing    tide,    Heav-en''s  gate  stands  o  -  pen  wide; 

2.  That      home    o  -    ver    the     sea,       For  the  blood-wash'd  and  the  free  ; 

3.  In  that  home  bo  bright  and  fair,       Let    me  dwell  with  Je  -  sus   there ; 


There  a  man-  sion  bright  I  see, 
To  thy  port  •  als  let  me  flee, 
Ev  -  er    at      His  bleed-ing  feet, 
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Where  the    an  -  gels  wait    for    me. 
Let     me  hide   my -self     in    thee. 
Let     me   find      a      safe     re  -  treat. 
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not  far    a  -  way, 
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ones  are  to-  day,   Beau-ti  -  ful  home, 

"Where  our  loved  ones  are  to  -  dav,  Beau-ti-ful  home, 
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home  of      the    blest,   There  my    wea  -  ry     soul  shall  rest 

home  of    the  blest. 
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WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 


J.  H.  Hall. 


1.  Walk  in  the  light !  bo  shalt  thou  know  That  fel  -  low-ship  and  lore,  His 

2.  Walk  in  the  light !  and  e'en  the  tomb     No  fearful  shade  shall  wear  ;  Glo- 

3.  Walk  in  the  light !  and  thou  shalt  see  Thy  path,  though  thorny,  bright,  For 
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spir  -    it     on  -  ly   can    be  -  stow, 

ry       shall  chase  a-way    its  gloom, 

God       by  grace  6hall  dwell  in  there, 


Who  reigns  in  light   a  -  bove. 
For  Christ  has  conquered  there. 
And  God  himself       is  light. 


Walk in  the     light! Walk ....in  the 

Walk  in  the  light,  in  the  beautiful  light  of  God !  Walk  in  the  iight,  in  the 
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light ! Walk   in  the  light ! 

beautiful  light  of  God  !     Walk  in  the  light,  in  the  beautiful  light  of  God  ! 
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Walk      in      the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  light      of  God  !  (light    of  God  ! ) 
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AMERICA.         words 
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by  S.  F.  Smith. 
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1.  My     coun  -  try,       'tis       of       thee,  Sweet  land     of       lib    -    er  -    ty, 

2.  My       na  -  tive     coun  -  try !    thee,  Land    of       the      no   -    ble     free, 

3.  Let      mu  -  sic      swell     the    breeze,  And    ring  from     all       the    trees 

4.  Our      fa  -  thers',    God,     to      thee,      Au  -  thor     of       lib    -     er  -    ty, 
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Of     thee        I      6ing;  Land  where  my     fa  -  thers  died,  Land  of      the 

Thy  name       I      love ;      I       love     thy  rocks    and    rills,  Thy  woods  and 

Sweet  free  -  dom's  song  ;  Let     mor  -    tal  tongues  a  -  wake,  Let      all    that 

To    thee      we     sing;  Long  may     our  land      be  bright  With  freedom's 
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pilgrim's  pride,  From  ev  -  'ry  moun  -  tain  side,  Let        free  -  dom  ring. 

templed  hills;  My      heart  with  rap  -  ture  thrills,  Like   that     a  -  bove. 

breathe  partake,  Let      rocks  their  si  -  lence  break,  The   sound  pro- long. 

ho  -    ly  light ;  Pro  -  tect      us  by      thy  might,  Great  God  our  King. 
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WILL  YOU  NOT  COME? 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


itf^ 


-U 


N     N 


Z&rM: 


^rf=Kt 


v*   m — --?- 1   u ^ — ; — ^ — 0 — q — 


1.  You  know  of  the  wonderful  Saviour,  You  know  of  His  wonderful  love  ; 

2.  How  much  you  have  heard  of  the  Saviour,  And  long  the  sweet  story  have  known, 

3.  The  Saviour  so  lovingly  calls  you — How  can  you  His  tenderness  slight  ? 
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You  know  of  His  wonderful  kingdom,  \ou  know  of  the  mansions  a-bove. 
How  Je  -  sus  left  glo-ry  and  heav-en,  To  seek  and  to  ransom  His  own. 
Come,  enter  now  into  His  king  -  dom,      Be-gin     to    serve  Je-sus  to-night. 
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But  do  you  belong  to  the  Sav  -  iour  And  give  Him  a  love  that  is  true  ? 
But  have  you  accepted  His  mer  -  cy?  And  have  you  the  story  be-lieved? 
His  love  will  a-bundantlv  pardon,  Tho'  wavward  and  sin-ful   you've  been, 
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And  do  you  be-long    to  His  kingdom?  And  is    there  a  mansion  for  you? 

And  have  you  in  penitence    list-ened  ?  And  have  you  His  pardon  received? 

The  door  of  sal-va-tion    is      o  -  pen —  Oh,   pen  -  i-tent  6in-ner,  come  in. 
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Oh,  come to 

Oh,  come  to 


the  Sav  -  iour, 
the  Sav  -  iour, 


Oh,  come and  be       saved; 

Oh,  come  and  be      saved  ; 
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He  suffered  and  died  to  redeem  you 


Believe  it  and  you  shall  be  saved. 
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THE  LILY  OF  THE  VALLEY. 
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1  I  have  found  a  friend  in  Jesus,  He's 

every  thing  to  me, 
He's  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  to  my 

soul ; 
The  Lily  of  the  Valley,  in  Him  alone  I 

see, 
All  I  need  to  cleanse  and  make  me  fully 

whole ; 
In  sorrow  He's  my  comfort,  in  trouble 

He's  my  stay, 
He  tells  me  every  care  on  Him  to  roll, 
He's  the  Lily  of  the  Valley,  the  bright 

and  moiwing  Star, 
He's  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  to  my 
soul. 

Cho. — In  sorrow  He's  my  comfort,  in 

trouble  He's  my  stay, 
He  tells  me  every  care  on  Him  to 

roll, 
He's  the  Lily  of  the  Valley,  the 

bright  and  morning  Star, 
He's  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand 

to  my  soul. 


2  He  all  my  griefs  has  taken,  and  all  my 

sorrows  borne; 
In    temptations    He's    my    strong  and 

mighty  tower ; 
I  have  all  for  Him  forsaken,  and  all  my 

idols  torn 
From  my  heart,  and  now  He  keeps  me 

by  His  power, 
Though  all  the  world  forsake  me,  and 

Satan  tempts  me  sore, 
Thro'  Jesus  I  shall  safely  reach  the  goal. 
He's  the  Lily  of  the  Valley,  the  bright 

and  morning  Star,  [soul. 

He's  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  to  my 

3  He  will  never,  never  leave  me,  nor  yet 

forsake  me  here, 
While  I  live  by  faith  and  do  His  blessed 

will; 
A  wall  of  fire  about  me,  I've  nothing 

now  to  fear ; 
With  His  manna  He  my  hungry  soul 

shall  fill ; 
Then  sweeping  up  to  glory  we  see  His 

blessed  face, 
Where  rivers  of  delight  shall  ever  roll. 
He's  the  Lily  of  the  Valley,  the  bright 

and  morning  Star,  [soul. 

He's  the  fairest  of  ten  thousand  to  my 
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1.  We      are    build-ing    ev  -  'ry      day,     In      a      good     or      e  -  vil   way ; 

2.  Till      in      ev  -    'ry    arch  and     line,    All  our   faults    and  fail-ings  shine  ; 

3.  Do      you     ask    what  building     this,  That  can   show    both  pain  and  bliss, 
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And  the  structure  as  it  grows,  Will  our  in  -  most 
It  may  grow  a  cas  -  tie  grand,  Or,  a  wreck  up  - 
That    can      be      both  dark  and   fair?   Lo!  its     name      is 
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Build  it  well                             whate'er  you  do ; 
Build      it      well whate'er  you  do ; Build  it 
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Build    it  straight,                                  and  strong  and  true  ; 
straight and  strong  and  true ; Build  it 
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BUILDING.    Concluded. 
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Build      it  clean                                   and  high  and  broad  ; 
clean and  high  and  broad  ; Build      it 
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for the       eye      of        God. 

Build      it       for  the      eye      of     God. 
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WHITHER  TEND  THY  FOOTSTEPS? 
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1.  Whither  tend  thy  footsteps,  brother?       Art  thou  in  the  way  of    life? 

2.  Whither  tend  thy  footsteps,  brother?     Stop  this  moment !  think,  oh,  think ! 

3.  Whithor  tend  thy  footsteps,  brother?     Down  the  road  to  sin  and  shame? 
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Heav'nward  art  thou  drifting,  brother? 
Dost      thy  footsteps  lead  to      Hades? 
Wan  -  der  there  no  longer,     bro-ther, 


r<^- 


From  a  world  of  sin  and  strife  ? 
Pause  !  thy  foot  is  on  the  brink  ! 
Come  in    Je-sus'   ho  -  ly  name. 
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170 WILL  YOU  COME  TO  THE  FEAST? 


Latta. 


John 


Strickland. 


1.  Will  you  come  to  the  feast  that  is  spread  you  ?  Will  you  come?  will  you 

2.  Will  you  come  to  the  feast  you  have  slighted  ?  Will  you  come?  will  you 

3.  Will  you  come  to  the  feast  of   sal  -  va  -  tion  ?  Will  you  come  ?  will  you 

4.  Will  you  come  to  the  feast  while  'tis  of  -  fered  ?  Will  you  come  ?  will  you 

Will  you  come? 


0 »-» 


come?  Long  a  -  go  would  the  Savior  have  fed  you  !  Will  you  come? 

come?  By  the  pa-tient  Redeemer    in  -  vit  -  ed,  Will  you  come? 

come  ?  Will  you  come,  and  be  done  with  privation  ?  Will  you  come  ? 

come?  To  provide    it,  how  Je-sus  once  suffered  !  Will  you  come? 

Will  vou  come  ?  Will  you  come? 
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will  you  come? 

will  you  come  ?  Will  you  come  to  the  feast,  needy  sinner  ?  He'll  the  needs  of  your  seal  sup- 
will  you  come? 
will  you  come? 
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Will  you  come  to  the  feast,  dying  sinner  ?  Will  you  come  to  the  feast,  or  die? 
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171 


E.  R  Latta. 


John  21 :  15. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Safe  are  the  sheep    in        fold,  But  there's  a    lamb  out    -  side ! 

2.  Je  -  sus,  the  shep-  herd,     knows  There      is      a    lamb  out    -  6ide ! 

3.  Gen-tly    his  voice     re    -  sounds,  Call  -  ing  the  lamb  out    -  side ! 

4.  En  -  ter   the    o    -    pen       door,  Per  -  ish-  ing  lamb  out    -  side ! 
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the  lamb  out  -  side ! 
the  lamb  out  -  side! 
the  lamb  out  -  side! 
a    lamb   out  -  side  ! 
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Quick,    to 
Oh,     how 
Let       it 
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Are    you 
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Out      of      the  flock's  a  -  bode? 
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COME  THIS  WAY,  PAPA. 

"  I,  the  Lord,  have  called  thee."— Isaiah  42:  6. 


E.  C.  Avis. 
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1.  Out    in  the  darkness  I  wan-dered  a-lone,    Out  on  the  tur-Du-ient    sea; 

2.  Quickly  I    fol-lowed  the  dear,  loving  call,  Steering  my  bark  for  the  shore; 
Had  I   not  heed-ed  the  voice  when  it  said,  "Come  this  way,  papa,"  to  me, 


bu-  lent 
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Je  -  sua  is     ten-der-ly  say-ing  to-day,  "  Lost  one,  oh,  come  un-to  me! 
Oh,  then,  to-night  as  you  hear  the  sweet  call,  Will  you  not  come  and  be  free? 
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Here  must  I    per-  ish,  I  tho't,  when  I  heard  A  voice  sweetly  saying  to     me  : 

Soon  was    I  safe  in  the  harbor  and  heard  A  voice  sweetly  saying  once  more 

I  might  have  sighted  the  beautiful  shore,  And  perish'd  at  last  on  the    sea. 

Lov'd  ones  have  anchored  with  Him  on  the  strand,  1  Sweet-ly  they're  calling  for  thee. 

Je-sus,  the  Sav-iour  will  anchor  thy  bark,  Where  Uved  ones  are  waiting  for  thee. 
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Hark,     oh.  hark  !       'Tis  the  voice, 
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'tis  the  voice  of      my      child, 
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"Come  this   way,    pa  -  pa, 
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Repeat  pp.  after  last  verse. 


I 
come   this    way,   pa  •  pa,         Come,  I        am    wait -ing    for      thee." 
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By  permission. 


THE  LORD  WATCH. 

Gen.  31:  49. 
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,  Andante. 


A.  F.  Myers. 
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The  Lord  watch  be-tween  me  and  thee,  The  Lord  watch  between 

me  and  thee, 

-*-•-*-  jm-  -m- 

r  -  0     m       \- 


— w      m w — m-*-» — 4> — »--[-» — «» — « — I — 


*=*=«^3^ 


me  and  thee,  The  Lord  watch  between  me  and  thee, 

me  and  thee,  me  and  thee, 
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When  we     are   ab  -  sent   one    from  an  -  oth  -  er. 
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From  "  Search  Light,"  by  per. 


OLD  HUNDRED. 


:*!2: 


2^: 


ST" 


3=r*»g 


^z^=^: 


^r-TZT 


a: 


2 


Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessing  flow  ;  Praise  Him  all  crea-tures  here  be  -  low  : 


Praise  Him  a  -  bove,  ye  heav'n  -  ly   host,  Praise  Father,  Son  and  Ho  -  ly     Ghost. 
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GOOD-BYE. 

Dedicated  to  Rev.  A.  H.  Bennett. 


K.  S.  Hanna. 
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1.  The  time  has  come  when  we  must  bid  you  One  and  all  a    last  good-bye ; 

2.  We  hope  to  meet  in  that  blest  home  when  Done  with  sorrow,  pain  and  care; 

3.  Oh,  wbat    a    hap  -  py,  hap-py  meeting  That  will  be  for  you  and  me; 

4.  The  Lamb  of  God  shall  be   the  light  and  Not  a  tear  shall  dim  the  eye; 
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May  His   counsel  guide,  uphold   you     Till   we  meet   be  -  yond  the   sky. 
Clothed  in  garments  white  and  spotless,  Yes,  thank  God,we'll  meet  you  there. 
There  we'll  see  our     blessed      Savior  Where  the    ma-ny      mansions  be. 
We  shall  see  Him      as     He     is,  yet      Un  -  til  then    we      say  good-bye. 


TO 


Good-bye,  good-bye,  Till  we  meet  in  that  heav'nly  land. 

Good-bye,  good-bye,  good-bye 
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White  Wings 

THE  NEW  GOSPEL  SONG  BOOK 

For  the  use  of  Churches,  Sunday  Schools.  Y.  P.  S.  C.  E.,and 
all  kinds  of  Religious  Services. 

Price,  per  Copy,  35c.;    Per  Dozen,  $3.60;    Per  tOO,  $30.00. 

Strickland's  Anthems  for  the  Choir 

A  Book  full  of  the  Richest  Gems  :   Anthems.- Quartets,    Solos,  &c. 
Price,  .per  Copy,  50c;    Per  Dozen,  $5.00. 

Garland  Their  Graves 

Nos.  1,  2,  3,  and  4.  * 

For  Decoration  Day  and  Memorial  Services. 
Price,  per  either  number,  15c,;    Per  Dozen,  $1.50 

Comforting  Melodies 

A  NEW  FUNERAL  SERVICE  SONG  BOOK 

These  Songs  for  the  "Night  of  Sorrow"  are  sent  forth  to 
comfort  the  bereaved'.  The  music  has  been  carefully  prepared 
for  the  young,  middle  aged  and  old. 

Price,  per  copy,  30  Cents.    Per  Dozen,  $3.00.  ". 

The  Evangelists'  Songs  of  Praise 
Nos.  1  and  2 

Gospel  Song  Books.      Very  Popular. 
Price^per  either  number,  35c.      Per  Dozen.  $3.60. 

Childrens'  Day  Programs 
Christmas  Programs,  &c. 

ALWAYS  ON   HAND. 
Send  all  orders  to 

C.  U.  STRICKLAND, 

HUNTINGTON,  INDIANA. 


